^,^estem  {/^^ 


FOVNIAIN  ^QVARE-  D/AN5T0N 


Silhouette  Stockings 

$1.50 

Ivon'c  Muscadine 

Champagne  Gimmetal 

Grain  Blonde  d'or 

Sunhash  Plage 

All-silk  cliifton  stockings  with 
picot  tops  and  French  heels. 
They're  ot  line  45  gauge 
weave  so  yon  can  use  them 
for  e\ening  wear,  l^ut  they're 
hrm  enough  tor  daytime  wear, 
when  service  is  important. 


Lord's — First  Fit 


oor 


COMMENCEMENT 
PHOTOGRAPHS 


NOW 

Is  the  Time 


MATZENE   STUDIO 

The  Syllabus  Photographer 

6  N.  Michigan  Ave.       Central  7003 

CHICAGO 


COMFORTABLE    AND     COOL 

MARTIN'S 

EXPANDING  SPRING 

BELT 

MADE    IN    ENGLAND 

Martin's  Expanding  Spring  Belt  gives  with 
every  move  of  the  body.  Delightfully  cool. 
Smart  in  appearance.  English  Pigskin  or 
Cowhide  front.  Leather  covered  bucUe. 
Guaranteed  not  to  rust  or  lose  its  spring. 


The  Getii/ifie  is  Stii//ipeJ: 
'Martin's— Made  in  England" 


AT  LOCAL  HABERDASHERS 

•r  U}il  t«tlpaiJ,  CoivlilJt  t-'.JO.  PicHn  SJ-SO 
(Smk  itaijKi;^)  diralfnm  Vf  ItlTT  FOX. 
Soil  IwforUr.   10  fVell  47lh  Suit.  Niw  Ttri. 

ALSO 

MARTIN'S  EXPANDING  SPRING 
BRACES  :  GOLF  GARTERS  :  GARTERS 

GREAT   BRITAIN'S    MOST 
POPULAR  SPORTS  BELT 


P  U  R  P  L  E/^^P  A  R  ROT 


^^- 


The  pause  that 
gives  poise 


fry  'W  k\V  II  ^  Wh&  ir". 


Grantland  Rice^»—«— Famous 
Sports  Champions-'*- Coca-Cola 
Orchestra  -^  Every  Wednesday 
10:30  to  1 1  pm.  Eastern  Daylight 
Saving  Time —»-»-- Coast  to 
Coast  NBC  Network -«-^- 


H/^^'. 


Delicious  and  Refreshini 


Pause 

that  refreshes 

Comes  a  time  (as  they  say)  every  day  when 
it's  good  to  drop  things — relax  —  and,  cahn, 
collected,  cool,  seek  the  hidden  meaning  of  life. 

Sign-off  for  just  a  minute,  now  and  then,  and 
refresh  yourself  with  an  ice-cold  Coca-Cola. 
Ready  for  you — anytime — around  the  corner 
from  anywhere.  Nine  million  times  a  day 
the  Thinkers  and  Doers  of  the  nation  find 
the  pause  that  refreshes  is  what  keeps  the 
world  wagging. 

The  Coca^^ola  Company,  Atlanta,  Ga. 


9    MILLION    A     DAY^IT    HAD     TO     BE    GOOD    TO    GET    WHERE    IT    IS 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


Bring  Your  Themes,  Theses,  Manuscripts  to  Us  for 
Accurate  —  Speedy  —  Rel  iable 

Also  Specialists  in 
Multigraphing  —  Mimeographing  —  Addressing 

(A  Complete  Mail  Advertising  Service) 
T     V      T 

THE  EVANSTON  LETTER  SERVICE 

Harriet  E.  Richardson 

4th  Floor  615  Davis  Street  Evanston 

Above  Lyon  &  Healy's 


^s  a  Graduation  Remembra?ice 
A  BOX  OF  OUR  CANDY 

Cannot  Be  Surpassed 

GLADIE    CANCy   SHCP 

614  CHURCH  ST.  GREENLEAF  0164 

E\^ANSTON 


GOOD  FOOD  AND 
SELF  SERVICE 

HAVE  COMBINED 
TO  MAKE  THE 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

THE  FAVORED  EATING  PLACE 
FOR  NORTHWESTERN  PEOPLE 

Operated  by  the 

North  Shore 
Hotel 

CHICAGO  AVE.  AT  DAVIS  ST. 


Is  that  Rudy  Vallee  or  do  we  need  a 
new  needle? 

Harvard  Lampoon. 


The  Judge:  You  are  charged  witn 
running  your  car  at  seventy  miles  an 
hour,  smashing  a  plate-glass  window 
and  an  apple  cart,  and  maiming  thir- 
teen people.    Have  you  anything  to  say.' 

The  Offender;  Wonderful,  judge; 
but  you  forgot  to  mention  the  baby  I 
killed. 

Longhorn. 


"Marie  was  half -undressed  at  the 
dance  last  night." 

"Well,  that's  the  first  time  I  ever 
heard  of  her  doing  things  by  halves." 
Yellow  ]acket. 


At  the  Lincoln  County  picnic  at  Vine- 
land,  the  rollingpin  throwing  contest 
was  won  by  Mrs.  W.  H.  Upsall,  who 
threw  the  rolling-pin  67  feet.  Mr.  Up- 
sall won  the  100-yard  dash  for  married 
men. 

Exchange. 


The  girl  who  falls  in  love  with  movie 
stars  is  to  us  almost  as  hopeless  as  the 
cow  that  falls  in  love  with  a  Bull  Dur- 
ham advertisement. 

M.  I.  T.  Voo  Doo. 


If  one  rubbed  noses  in  greeting  in 
this  country  as  they  do  in  the  Fiji  Is- 
lands or  somewhere,  wouldn't  it  be  hell 
for  the  President? 

Columbia  Jester. 


Stude:     I   want   some  winter  under- 
wear. 

Clerk:    How  long? 

Stude:    How  long?    I  don't  want  to 
rent  them ;  I  want  to  buy  them. 

Frolh. 


SPECIAL ! 

For  the  Co-ed 

Semi-Sheer 
Hose 


Callum    $-195 

HOSIERY         ^  m*^^ 
ARCH-AID    SHOE    SHOP 

529    Davis    Street,     EVANSTON 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


Late  the  other  night,  a  man  carrying 
a  heavy  suitcase  entered  a  Long  Island 
train  at  Penn  Station,  sat  down  in  the 
aisle  seat  beside  a  stranger,  and  settled 
himself  for  a  nap.  At  Jamaica  he  woke 
with  a  start,  glanced  out  at  the  name  of 
the  station,  and  rushed  from  the  train. 
A  moment  later,  the  stranger  noticed 
the  suitcase  on  the  floor.  It  was  a  time 
for  quick  thinking:  the  train  was  get- 
ting under  way.  He  hoisted  the  win- 
dow, heaved  the  suitcase  out,  and 
dropped  it  on  the  platform.  He  was 
just  sitting  down  again,  sighing  self- 
satisfiedly,  when  he  noticed  the  owner 
of  the  bag  returning  to  his  seat  with  the 
morning  paper  he  had  gone  out  to  the 
platform  to  buy. 

Neiv  Yorker. 


Captain:  Whoever  he  is,  there  is  a 
dirty  sneak  crook  on  this  squad.  In  the 
past  week  I  have  lost  a  set  of  Stanford 
shoulder  pads,  a  Yale  sweater  shirt,  a 
pair  of  Harvard  pants,  a  Northwestern 
blanket,  and  a  couple  of  Y.  M.  C.  A. 
towels. 

Carolina  Buccaneer. 


He:    Say,  pretty  thing,  are  you  a  col- 
lege girl.' 

Chorus  Girl:    Sir,  how  dare  you! 
Longhorn-Ranger. 


Prof.:     All    right,    Jones,    give    your 
impromptu  speech. 

Jones:    I'm  not  prepared,  sir. 
Notre  Dame 


Those  Pilgrim  maids  were  just  as  hot 

As  the  ones  ive  date  today. 
Woman  alters  not  a  jot, 

She  behaves  the  self -same  ivaf. 
It's  true  that  lack  of  clothes  will  give 

A  u'holly  new  sensation — 
The  Pilgrim  maids  were  just  as  hot, 

But  had  more  insulation! 

Voo  Doo. 


WHEN    YOU   THINK.  OF    FLOWERS 

f       '^m        .   THINK.    OF 


»^L.oweR7^ 


"' evTm^sto^^l?"-^      Phone  LUiiversityt32-754Z 
FLOWERS  BY  TELEGRAPH 


STUDENT    HEADQUARTERS 


Oiaivdlerls 


Sport  Section 


Second  Floor 


GIVE  YOUR  GAME  A 
"BREAK 


99 


Use  the  "right" 
equipment  that  will 
help  you  to  play 
your  best. 

Go  into  the  coming 
tournaments  pre- 
pared. Here  are 
some  real  values 
typical  of  our  se- 
lections. 


Tennis  Racket  Specials 

n  Lee  "Raleighs"  .  .  «5.65 
«9  Lee  "Drivers"  .  .  ^6.85 

It  requires  a  sturdy  racket,  such  as 
these  to  SERVE  .  .  .  DRIVE  .  .  . 
and  VOLLEY  the  fast  ones. 
Priced   low. 

3  Tennis  Balls  .  .  ^1.10 

Pennsylvanias  in  a  Metal  Can 

FOR  THE  GOLFER 

Spalding  Matched  Sets 

5  chromium    fl  H  rrv  . 
plated  irons       J-  I  »tJ\J 

Slip-Over  Sweaters  .  .  ^5.00 
Wool  Knickers  .  .  .  ^5.00 
Wool  Hose  ....   .  n.75 


PATHONIZE     PARROT    AD VCRTISERS-THEY     HAVE 
THE     BEST     OF    WHAT     VOL     WANT 


BOOKS: 

Chandler's,    Inc 3 

CIGARETTES: 

Camel    Back  Cover 

CONFECTIONS: 

Gladie   Candy  Shop 2 

Life   Savers    28 

DEPARTMENT  STORE: 

Lord's Inside  Front  Cover 

DINING  PLACES: 

North  Shore  Hotel   Coffee  Shop 2 

ENGRAVER: 

Jahn  QC  Oilier  Engraving  Co .  .  Inside  Back  Cover 

FLOWERS: 

Alexander,  Florist    4 

George  C.  Weiland  SC  Sons 29 

London's     3 

GARAGE: 

Service  Garage    28 

JEWELER: 

Lee   Nelson    4 

LETTER  SERVICE: 

Active  Letter  Service 5 

Evanston  Letter  Service 2 


MEN'S  FURNISHINGS: 

Maurice  L.  Rothschild 30 

Martin's  Belts Inside  Front  Cover 

MISCELLANEOUS: 

Coca   Cola    1 

Western  Electric   27 

OPTICIAN: 

Aimer  Coe  8C  Co 30 

PHOTOGRAPHER: 

Matzene  Studio Inside  Front  Cover 

PUBLICATIONS: 

College  Humor    31 

Purple    Parrot    32 

Syllabus    6 

SHOES: 

Arch-Aid  Shoe  Shop 2 

Kotz  Shoe  Stores 5 

TRAVEL: 

French  Line 29 

WOMEN'S  WEAR: 

Edgar  A.  Stevens,   Inc 6 

Frank  Sullivan,   Inc 5 

Lillian   Hat  Shop 28 


DON'T  FORGET 
MOTHER'S    DAY 

MAY  II 

F/owers  appropriate  for 
every  occasion 


altx/ander 


NORTHSHORE  HOTEL 

1605  Chicago  Avenue 
Phone  Univ.  9666-9667 


LEE  NELSON 

Jeweler — Optician 

1626  Orrington  Ave.        University  0461 

REPAIRING 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


"AN  EYE   FOR  AN  EYE— " 

Squire  Perkins:    Nell,  after  I  die,  I 
wish  you  would  marry  Deacon  Brown. 

Nell:    Why  so,  Hiram? 

Squire:     Well,    the    deacon   trimmed 
me  on  a  horse  trade  once. 

Bisou. 


"I  have  two  wooden  legs.    Is  it  pos- 
sible for  me  to  get  accident  insurance?" 

"You  don't  want  accident  insurance. 
You  want  fire  insurance." 

Exchange. 


A  chorus  girl  gets  her  forty  winks 
every  night,  but  they  come  from  the 
first  row. 

Cajoler. 


A  tabloid  newspaper  offering  $1.00 
for  each  "embarrassing  moment"  letter 
accepted  by  the  editor,  is  reported  to 
have  received  the  following  epistle: 

"I  work  on  an  early  night  shift  in  a 
steel  plant.  I  got  home  an  hour  early 
last  night  and  there  I  found  another 
man  with  my  wife.  I  was  very  much 
embarrassed.  Please  send  me  S2.00  as 
my  wife  was  also  embarrassed." 

The  editor,  so  we  are  told,  sent  a 
check  for  $3.00,  admitting  the  possi- 
bility that  the  stranger,  too,  might  have 
been  embarrassed. 

Exchange. 


Aristocrat:  We'll  have  to  get  out  at 
the  corner.  The  chauffeur  objects  to  be- 
ing seen  stopping  in  front  of  speak- 
easies. 

Cornell  Widoiv. 


Sophisticated  Maid  (trying  to  arouse 
interest  of  indifferent  Yale  senior)  : 
Look  out,  Johnny,  I'm  going  to  scare 
you.  (Kisses  him.)  Now,  Johnny,  you 
scare  me. 

Senior:    Boo! 

Record. 


"So  those  are  snowshoes?" 
"Yes,  dear." 

"Why,  you'd  simply  freeze  in  those 
things." 

Octopus. 


Teacher:     Who   was   George   Wash- 
ington? 

Pupil:     He's    the    guy    whose    wife 
makes  candy. 

Punch  Baud. 


Let  US  type  your 

THEMES  and  THESES 

Our  work  is  done  neatly,  ac- 
curately and  when  promised. 

Mimeographing,  Multigraphing, 
Addressing,  and   Mailing    .    .    .    . 

ACTIVE  LETTER  SERVICE 

6i6  Church  Street  GREENLEAF  7-4-9-6 

Lucile  A.  Marinelle 

Over Hew's 


JLXT  RECEIVED 

A  LARGE  VARIETY  OF 

■  MP€CTED 
/ANDALX 

rCR   DRESS  AND 
SPCKT  >VEAD 

ASK  TO  SEE  THEM 

HOSIERY  |\OTi  SHOES 
619  DAVIS  STREET 


Telephone  Creenleaf  0404 

FRANK  SULLIVAN 

Inc. 

Gowns  +  Wraps  +  Sportswear 

Millinery  and  Costume 

Jewelry 

1615  Sherman  Avenue 
EVANSTON  ILLINOIS 


P  U  R  P  L  tr^^P  A  R  ROT 


Your 

new  costume 
deserves 

New  Accessories 


and 

what  beauty  they 

add  when  chosen 

at  Stevensl 


Women  who  know  the  importance  of 
choosing  the  correct  accessories,  are  mak- 
ing their  selections  at  the  Edgar  A. 
Stevens'  shop. 

Subtle  touches  that  go  to  "make"  a  cos- 
tume— perhaps  a  bit  of  striking  costume 
jewelry — an  attractive  pair  of  gloves — 
sheer  hosiery — a  chic  bag — a  gay  scarf — 
all  these  the  smart  North  Shore  woman 
knows  she  can   safely  choose   at  Stevens. 


Edgar  AStevenslnc. 

I60.-4      ORRINCTON    AVENUE 


THE  1931  SYLLABUS 
WILL 
BE 

OUT 

SOON ! 

HAVE  YOU  MADE 
ARRANGEMENTS 
FOR 

YOUR  COPY? 

If  Not,  Youd  Better 
COME 

TO 

U.  H.  101 

AND  MAKE  SURE  A 
COPY 
WILL 
BE 
SAVED 
FOR  YOU 

FOUR-FIFTY  CASH 


'NORTHWLSTERN » UNIVCRSTTY' 


MAIL  ADVERTISING  REPLACES 
THE  TRAVELING  REPRE- 
SENTATIVE 
Mr.  Robert  J.  Smith, 
Smith  Dry  Goods  Store, 
Empira,  Wyoming. 
Dear  Mr.  Smith: 

Regarding  our  new  line  of  shoes,  we 
should  like  to  mention  that  one  night 
a  traveling  salesman  was  caught  in  a 
storm,  and  stopped  for  the  night  .... 

And  have  you  heard  the  one  about 
the  three  Irishmen  in  the  .... 

You  know,  there  was  a  husband  com- 
ing home  from  a  trip  away  from  home, 
and  when  he  opened  the  door  .... 

Enclosed  is  our  catalogue  and  an  or- 
der blank;  also  a  check  for  five  dollars. 
Please  buy  yourself  a  couple  drinks  on 
us,  and  sign  on  the  dotted  line. 
Yours  truly. 


THE  COMMERCE  GRAD 

Now  the  little  coynmerce  grad 

Primed  with  economics  charts, 
W^ith  his  sheepskin,  proud  and  glad, 

Hurries  off  to  storm  the  marts. 
Fidl  of  confidence  is  he 

Out  to  make  his  million  quick. 
Revolutionize  the  world, 

Do  it  right  and  make  it  stick. 

He  has  studied  late  and  long. 

Written  tests  and  problems,  too. 
Sung  his  profs  a  honeyed  song 

fust    to     make    good    grades    come 
through. 
He  has  spent  his  money  free 

Imbibed  a  lot  of  learned  lore 
fust  to  go  back  home  and  be 

Clerk  in  father's  grocery  store. 

G.  B. 


Sandy's  daughter  had  a  church  wed- 
ding and  the  next  day  he  made  a  for- 
tune selling  rice  pudding. 


"Hurray!  An  ancient  prejudice  has 
been  removed,"  shouted  the  butcher  as 
his  aged  mother-in-law  fell  into  the 
sausage  machine. 


If  it's  true  that  money  talks,  it  must 
speak  Yiddish. 


"Well,  Vtn  courting  my  wife  again." 
"Sort  of  a  second  honeymoon?" 
"Better.     A  divorce." 


HOW  TO  WORK  YOUR  WAY 
THROUGH  COLLEGE 

I.     The  Touch  System 

This  system  is  usually  most  effective 
for  tall  blonde  coeds,  although  an  occa- 
sional redhead  has  made  a  financial  suc- 
cess of  it.  If  you  are  fat,  or  have  pro- 
truding teeth,  do  not  attempt  it — you'd 
better  tutor  Greek. 

Rule  No.  1.  Don't  try  it  on  college 
boys — you've  heard  about  turnips.  No 
prospector  would  look  for  gold  in 
Kresge  jewelry. 

Rule  No.  2.  Food  is  the  biggest  item 
in  a  coed's  expenses.  Never  refuse  an 
invitation  to  eat.  If  you  are  hungry 
enough,  and  are  just  learning  the  sys- 
tem, you  may  even  accept  an  invitation 
to  Thompson's.  With  a  little  practice, 
you  should  rate  the  College  Inn  in  a 
week. 

Rule  No.  3.  If  you  go  to  a  show,  in- 
sist on  the  cheapest  seats.  The  surplus 
will  naturally  be  yours. 

Rule  No.  4.  There  is  a  close  cor- 
relation between  a  roll  of  blue  eyes  and 
a  roll  of  greenbacks.     Learn  it. 

Rule  No.  5.  Don't  fall  in  love.  A 
walk  on  the  beach  may  be  romantic,  but 
you  can't  live  on  sand.  Homely  men 
and  rich  bachelors  pay  more  tuition  bills 
than  curly-haired  football  players. 

No  business  college  training  is  re- 
quired for  this  touch  system.  Master 
the  rules,  practice  them  twenty  hours  a 
day,  and  you'll  finish  college  with  a 
bank  account  as  well  as  a  degree.  Then 
you'll  be  able  to  support  Bill,  the  strug- 
gling young  graduate  (But,  my  dear, 
he's  darling!  He  hasn't  a  cent,  but  I'm 
wild  about  him!)  in  the  style  to  which 
he  has  become  accustomed.         F.  G. 


WELCOME   mSES 


by 
Hoy  Hosenquist 


(The  scene  is  the  exterior  of  Hotel  Wel- 
come, Welcome,  Indiana,  on  a  summer  day. 
On  the  steps  of  this  old  building  are  sitting 
Asa  Rohbins.  a  middle-aged  man  ivith  a 
worried  look;  ]ohn  Price,  a  grey-haired,  thin 
man.  president  of  the  Welcome  Chamber  of 
Commerce  and  oirner  of  the  John  Price 
General  Merchandise  Company;  Sheriff 
Rudolph  Pickens,  a  stout  man  with  a  huge 
moustache  and  a  brilliant  badge,  u'hich  des- 
ignates his  place  in  Welcome  society.  Out- 
side of  the  hotel,  to  the  left  of  the  steps,  is 
fastened  a  black  bulletin  board,  on  which  is 
written  in  large,  white  letters:  "WEL- 
COME. INDIANA.  TODAY  990.  KEEP 
GROWING."  The  men  have  removed  their  coats,  and.  as  the 
curtain  rises.  Mayor  Asa  Robbins,  for  such  is  his  title,  is  seen 
wiping  the  perspiration  from  his  face.) 

Robbins:  We  have  to  make  Welcome  a  better  place  to 
live  in! 

Price:    The  railroad  center  of  the  Middle  West. 

Pickens:    The  city  beautiful. 

Price:  In  time  we'll  be  there — perhaps  in  the  next  few 
years,  if  we  keep  talking  up  Welcome  and  make  it  attractive 
to  new-comers.  You  are  proud  of  Welcome;  I'm  proud  of  it. 
So  why  not  let  the  world  know  about  it.'  Tell  them  that  this 
is  the  garden  city  of  the  Middle  West,  the  fastest  growing  lit- 
tle city  in  the  entire  world. 

Robbins:  But  are  we  the  fastest  growing  city  in  the  world.' 
One  month  ago  today  we  had  989  people ;  today,  990.  At  that 
rate  there'll  be  an  increase  of  twelve  head  a  year.  And  tomor- 
row— you  know  only  too  well  what's  happening  tomorrow. 

Price:    Yes,  the  Federal  Census  takers  are  coming  around. 

Robbins:    And  you  know  what  that  means! 

Price:  It  means  we  need  ten  more  people — only  ten,  but 
what  a  difference  a  few  men  make.  We 
need  ten  people  to  save  Welcome  from  -^ 
disgrace,  to  raise  our  population  to  a  -^ 
thousand,  and  to  prevent  our  being  -^ 
listed  as  an  under-dog  with  the  towns  .^ 
of  less  than  a  thousand.   If  we  don't  get 

ten  more  people,  we  will  be  laughed  at  by  that  dirty  town  of 
Goodland  with  its  twelve  hundred  miners  and  bootleggers. 
Looked  down  upon,  scorned,  excluded  from  the  Daily  News 
Almanac  and  Doan's  Directory.  Both  exclude  towns  of  under 
a  thousand! 

Robbins:   We  must  act! 

Price:   Look  at  the  advertising  we  will  lose! 

Pickens:   Why  not  lie  about  it.'  Count  people  twice! 
8 


ILLLSTRATCD  BY 

BANCERT 


Robbins  and  Price:    Never! 
Price:    And   cast   a  slur  upon   the   fair 
name  of  Welcome.' 

Robbins:    If  there  only  was  a  way! 
Pickens:     There's    about    four   hundred 
people  up  in  the  cemetery  on  the  hill.   How 
about  counting  them? 

Robbins:  Then  how  could  we  say  that 
this  is  a  city  of  over  a  thousand  souls?  Rev. 
Cratchett  says  their  souls  have  flown. 
Price  and  Pickens:  That's  right! 
Robbins  (rising):  I  better  be  getting 
back  home  to  see  how  my  wife  is  getting 
along.  It  will  be  only  a  few  minutes  and 
I'll  be  right  back.  (He  starts  to  go,  but 
stops  as  a  black-clothed,  thin  man,  H.  A.  Heaney,  wearing  a 
silk  hat,  ivalks  slowly  from  the  right.  Price  and  Pickens  rise 
excitedly.) 

Price:   Has  something  happened? 
Pickens:    What  is  it,  Heaney? 
Robbins  (nervously) :   Don't  tell  me — 
Heaney:    Pray,  calm  thyselves.    Aye,  there  is  a  death,  but 
only  old  man  Swivel,  who  last  night  found  a  fifty-cent  piece 
in  the  road  and  went  immediately  to  Kelly's  place  over  in 
Goodland  and  bought  a  quart  of  gin. 

Price:   How  sorry  I  am  to  hear  this.   It's  the  worst  news  of 
the  month. 

Robbins:   The  beginning  of  the  end  of  our  dreams. 
Pickens:    Hell!    It's  that  damn  Goodland. 
Heaney:    Why  are  you  showing  so  much  interest  in  old 
man  Swivel?    He  was  only  a  nuisance  retarding  the  progress 
of  Welcome. 

Pickens:  Don't  you  see?  Can't  you  see?  Now  we  have 
only  989  people  in  Welcome  and  we  have  to  get  eleven  more 
by  tomorrow.  To  tell  the  truth,  it  looks  like  a  plot  to  keep  our 
beautiful  city  from  forcing  its  way 
W  ahead.  (All  are  silent  as  Robbins  walks 
^  to  the  bulletin  board  and  changes  the 
y      990  to  989.) 

^  Robbins:    This  is  the  climax.    The 

absolute  climax!  If  we  could  only  get 
eleven  more  people  I  would  be  the  happiest  man  in  the 
world! 

Heaney:    Why  do  you  want  these  extra  people? 
Robbins:    What  is  the  population  of  your  home  town? 
When  asked  this  question,  where  do  you  find  the  answer?    In 
Doan's  Directory,  of  course!    That  is,  if  we  have  a  population 
of  over  a  thousand! 

Heaney:    You  know  my  sentiments.   The  more  people  liv- 
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ing  in  a  place  means  that  there  are  more  people  to  die.    Y'see? 

Pickens:    Yes,  but  don't  let  it  interfere  with  our  progress. 

Price:  If  only,  if  only — (He  is  intern/ pted  by  the  appear- 
ance jro7?i  the  left  of  ttvo  wanderers  of  the  road  in  tattered 
clothes.)    Do  you  see  what  I  see.' 

RoBBiNs:    The  Lord  be  praised! 

Pickens:  Ah! 

Heaney:   Who  may  these  ghouls  be? 

Pickens  (ivalking  to  the  tramps) :  Where  are  you  from? 

1st  Tramp:   Evanston,  Illinois. 

Pickens:   And  you? 

2nd  Tramp:    Evanston,  Illinois. 

Pickens:    What  are  you  doing  in  this  town? 

1st  Tramp:    Nothin'.   There  ain't  nothin'  doin'  here. 

Pickens:    Then,  you  bums,  what  have  you  been  doing? 

2nd  Tramp:   We're  bumming  our  way  home  from  college. 

Pickens:   Where's  your  home? 

2nd  Tramp:   We  ain't  got  none. 

Pickens:   How  long  have  you  been  on  your  way  there? 

Tramps:  Twenty  years.  Sizz,  boom,  bah.  College!  Col- 
lege!   Rah,  rah,  rah! 

Price  (going  over  to  the  tramps) :  Why  did  you  give  up 
college? 

1st  Tramp:    We  didn't  pass  our  entrance  exams. 

Pickens:  This  looks  like  a  case  of  disorderly  conduct.  I'll 
have  to  take  you  over  to  the  Welcome  jail  and  you  can  stay 
there  for  three  months. 

2nd  Tramp:  But,  your  honor,  we're  only  a  bunch  of  col- 
lege boys. 

Pickens:     I   see!    Four  months..  (Pickens,   ivith  a  hand 


on    the    neck    of    each    tramp,    exits   hurriedly   to    the    left.) 

ROBBINS:  Oh,  how  thankful  I  am!  Oh,  how  thankful  I 
am!  (He  goes  to  the  bulletin  board  and  changes  the  989  to 
991.) 

Price:   We'll  succeed  yet.   We  have  to! 

Robbins:   Well,  I'll  have  to  be  leaving  you. 

Price:    Good  bye.   Come  back  soon. 

Robbins:  I'll  see  you  later,  and  may  the  Lord  help  Wel- 
come. (He  walks  out  to  the  left  but  is  forced  back  imme- 
diately and  is  surrounded  by  eight  beautiful  girls,  all  of  them 
surrounded  by  little  clothing  and  an  enormous  amount  of 
paint.  They  are  from  the  "You  Can't  Step  on  Lizzie"  Com- 
pany and,  laughing  and  chattering,  are  carrying  their  grips.) 

Everybody:    'Welcome!    Welcome!    Welcome! 

Girls:  Whoopee!  Whoopee!  Whoopee!  Whee!  (The 
girls,  shouting  and  casting  anything  but  shy  glances  at  the  men, 
pass  up  the  stairs  into  the  hotel.) 

Price:  What  luck!  The  Lord  has  heard  our  prayers. 
(There  is  laughing,  shouting,  and  singing  coming  from  within 
the  hotel.) 

Robbins:    I'm  so  thankful.   So  thankful! 

Heaney:    So  am  I.   So  am  I. 

Price:  Do  you  think  these  girls  are  going  to  be  here  for 
any  length  of  time? 

Robbins:  We  could  ask  them.  (One  of  the  girls,  a  blonde, 
her  hat  off.  comes  out  of  the  hotel  and  stands  at  the  top  of  the 
steps.) 

Gertie:    What  a  cute  little  town  you  have  here. 

Robbins:  Yes,  we're  very  proud  of  it.  How  long  are  you 
going  to  stay  here?  (Continued  on  page  30) 


"What  a  cute  little  town  you  have  here!' 
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SONNET  FOUND  IN  AN 

ASHCAN  ON  LOWER 

WALL  STREET 

Would  that  the  ticker  of  my  soul  were 

net 
And  gross  of  Time's  own  awful  syndi- 
cate; 
That  I  might  bear  to  recapitulate 
And  bull  the  rise  of  falling  market  yet. 
For  now  the  ledgers  balance  red  is  wet 
As  blood  that  would  to  Death  amalga- 
mate; 
And  Life's  last  ledger  liens  to  liquidate 
The  assets  mortgaged  for  my  Broker's 
debt. 

Yet  may  I  budget  my  efficiency 
With  analytic  discounts  underwrit 
By  that  combined  monopoly!     I  dread 
The  stenographic  code  of  policy. 
Ah  no,  not  when  the  balanced  figures  fit 
The  scheduled  quota.     Then  I  shall  be 
dead.  P.  C. 


The  college  graduate  as  the  cartoons 
n'ould  have  him. 


HOW  TO  WORK  YOUR  WAY 
THROUGH  COLLEGE 

U.  Go  West,  Young  Man 
The  art  of  bootlegging  requires  little 
capital,  but  considerable  talent.  You 
should  take  courses  in  Short  Story,  an- 
cient Scotch,  chemistry,  and  embalming. 
Bootlegging  failures  are  all  due  to  lack 
of  artistic  reticence.  Don't  tell  all  about 
that  case  of  Gordon — leave  it  to  the 
purchaser's  imagination  and  optimism. 
When  you  learn  that  a  pint  of  wood 
alcohol  plus  a  quart  of  LePage's  glue, 
six  reams  of  theme  paper,  and  five  dis- 
carded Delt  pins,  equals  six  bottles  of 
"real  stuff,"  you  are  a  good  bootlegger. 
Your  college  Latin  will  help  you  to  find 
a  good,  artistic  motto,  such  as  every 
business  needs;  "caveat  emptor"  would 
add  tone  to  your  letterheads. 

Two  artists  are  better  than  one  in  this 
business.  If  you  know  a  good  lawyer, 
he's  a  class  C  partner;  a  policeman  is 
a  class  B  assistant,  but  if  you  can  go 
into  partnership  with  the  mayor,  you 
have  a  class  A  partner,  and  can  sleep 
through  classes  with  the  clear,  unruf- 
fled conscience  of  a  righteous  bootleg- 
ger. 

F.  G. 
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The  college  graduate  as  he  really  is. 

SEEKING  COLLEGE  TRADE 

Sign  on  a  Madison  Street  store:     "50c 
SUITS  PRESSED." 


Then  there's  the  childless  couple  that 
ate  lots  of  oatmeal  because  the  adver- 
tisements said  that  cereals  were  good  for 
growing  children. 


He  wanted  a  white-collar  job,  so  he 
got  a  position  in  a  laundry. 


While  ivide-eyed  students  listened. 
The  instructor  threw  a  fit. 
Not  a  person  rushed  to  help  hnn. 
For  no  one  noticed  it. 


The    girl    driven    to    drink    usually 
wishes  she  had  walked. 


Angered  Husband:  Who  was  that 
imitation  of  a  man  I  saw  you  walking 
with  today.' 

Wife:  Don't  act  that  way,  Henry. 
It  was  just  a  little  thing  I  picked  up  at 
the  bargain  sale. 


This  Phi  Nu  Beta  house  really  isn't 
as  bad  as  it's  painted  up  to  be. 


"I've  looked  all  over  and  can't  find 
my  piano  instructor." 

"Look  again.  He's  probably  lost  in 
his  music." 


^.^^^     '^ 


^Wonder   when    they*re   gonna   serve   the 
punch." 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


BIG  BUSINESS  CONTEST 

We  are  running  a  contest  to  aid  us 
in  selecting  a  limited  number  of  college 
graduates  for  easy,  remunerative  work 
with  a  reliable  Chicago  firm  (est.  1930)  . 
We  want  only  college  graduates  for 
these  responsible  positions  in  our  Chi- 
cago firm  (est.  1930).  No  ability  is 
required.  Prospective  candidates  need 
only  answer  the  following  questions  in 
writing  and  send  them  to  the  offices  of 
our  Chicago  firm  (est.  1930)  on  or  be- 
fore midnight  of  July  first  (est.  1930). 

Questions : 

1.  Do  you  like  excitement?  Do  you 
date  tri-delts  or  are  you  satisfied  with 
the  other  kind  of  girls? 

2.  Are  you  married?  If  not,  men- 
tion the  approximate  number  of  chil- 
dren desired. 

3.  Why? 

4.  While  in  school,  did  you  show 
true  school  loyalty,  or  didn't  you  attend 
the  football  games? 

5.  What  extra  curricular  activities  did 
you  engage  in?  (Mention  only  those 
that  will  not  embarrass  you.) 

6.  What  was  your  official  capacity? 
Pints?     Quarts? 

7.  Unofficial?  (Submit  signed  affi- 
davit.) 

8.  Do  you  dress  well,  or  do  you  have 
a  roommate? 

9.  If  you  are  accepted  by  our  Chicago 
firm  (est.  1930),  what  salary  will  you 
expect?    Accept? 

10.  Can  you  shoot? 

When  you  have  answered  these  ques- 
tions, submit  them  to  our  Chicago  firm 
(est.  1930).  The  first  ones  received 
will  be  read  first. 

A.  B.  C.  Bottle  Filling  and  Dis- 
tributing Corporation  (not  inc.) 
(est.  1930) 


"Bills!  Where  am  1  to  get  the  money?" 
"I  don't  know.   I'm  your  wife,  not  your 
financial  advisor." 


SPECIAL 

SAL£  OF     I 

MIRROR.Sl 
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Near-sighted  Gent:    "A  singular  exhibit,  this 
same  silly  features,** 

THE  BUSINESS  LETTER 

There  are  three  parts  to  a  business 
letter:  (1)  the  beginning,  (2)  that 
which  comes  between  the  beginning  and 
the  end,  and  (3)  the  end. 

If  the  person  to  whom  the  letter  is 
addressed  owes  you  money,  he  will  not 
know  you  and  an  introduction  will  be 
necessary.  He  will  be  pleased  to  meet 
you,  but  not  your  requests  for  payment. 
If  he  owes  you  less  than  $2.00,  send 
the  letters  C.  O.  D.  If  he  owes  you 
more  than  that,  don't  write — electrocute 
him  by  wire  and  sue  his  estate. 

Now  the  body  of  the  letter  is  the  im- 
portant part.  Without  it  there  would 
be  but  a  beginning  and  an  end,  and 
this  is  incorrect  according  to  the  best 
text  books.  It  is  an  old  Abyssinian  cus- 
tom to  send  tatooed  women  instead  of 
letters.  They  can  be  read  like  a  book 
and  can  be  tied  up  in  pink  ribbons  for 
future  reference.  There  are  dead  bod- 
ies, legislative  bodies,  and  Fischer  bod- 


-a  monotonous  repetition  of  the 


ies — choose  the  type  of  body  you  want. 
The  first  is  probably  best  for  bad  debts, 
the  second  for  light  conversation,  and 
the  third  for  love. 

A  conclusion  is  unnecessary,  but  just 
as  a  word  of  advice,  "Love  and  kisses" 
does  not  fit  well  in  a  business  letter,  nor 
does  "Immediate  payment  will  be  pre- 
ferred" belong  to  a  love  letter.  Re- 
member, people  are  able  to  draw  their 
own  conclusions. 


Commerce  School  has  no  song 
about  one  of  these? 

Silver  Dollars  Among  the  Gold 
A  College  for  Sale 
Hoiv  Can  I  heave  Thee 


What 


President  Hoover  started  the  baseball 
season  by  pitching  the  first  ball.  An 
interesting  time  is  expected  when  he 
opens  the  log-rolling  season. 
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DRAMA 


Ey  Allan  A.  Edelson 


Toppling  a  season  of  plays  feet  fore- 
most for  purposes  of  review  is  a  source 
of  pleasure,  at  least  in  Chicago  where 
the  baker's  dozen  of  tried  and  true  jump 
right  out  and  yodle  for  honorary  men- 
tion. Little  pruning  is  necessary  where 
there  is  little  to  prune  (less  than  ninety 
shows  appeared,  including  fourteen 
weeks  of  Shakespeare)  ;  but  a  glance 
back  over  the  first  nights  recalls  happy 
moments.  It  is  to  attend  the  most 
bountiful  all-star  bill  of  all  time;  and 
with  the  certainty  that  the  players  will 
shade  the  footlights  only  so  long  as  we 
desire,  and  will  do  any  trick  or  hop  to 
any  tune  we  have  seen  them  go  through 
during  the  year. 

Here  are  a  number  of  the  precious 
peaks  that  pierced  the  cloud  of  memory, 
so  to  speak:  Tom  Powers  and  Richard 
Barbee  as  Charlie  and  Sam,  and  Miss 
Anderson  in  the  "fourth  dimensional" 
Strange  Interlude:  Edith  Van  Cleve,  the 
six  feet  of  blasting  cynicism  and  for- 
midable inertia,  shuffling  through  the 
snapping  wit  caller  ]une  Moon;  Irene 
Bordoni  in  the  pert  Frenchy  skit,  "Babes 
in  the  Wood"  from  Paris:  Douglas 
Montgomery  pitching  his  skittish  part 
as  the  boy  in  Caprice  to  a  level  even 
with  the  tongue-in-cheek  Lunts ;  Morris 
Carnovsky  as  the  most  fluent  of  the 
secretaries  in  Wings  Over  Europe,  the 
earnest  tomorrow  fantasy  which  was 
treated  with  little  display  of  reason  by 
several  members  of  the  city's  press ;  the 
canescence  and  vermillion  and  velvet 
and  ear-rings  and  lure  of  Katharine 
Cornell  in  The  Age  of  Innocence ;  those 
wild,  unforgettable  climaxes  in  ]oiir- 
ney's  End;  Grace  George,  A.  E.  Mat- 
thews and  Lawrence  Grossmith,  the 
sharp  high  comedy  triangle  of  The  First 
Mrs.  Eraser;  and  Carol  Goodener's 
treatment  of  her  elastic  moral  code  in 
the  same  play;  the  ludicrous  middle  act 
in  Bird  in  Hand,  with  the  wizened 
male  "in  sardines"  floating  about  with 
a  nightshirt,  and  with  Mr.  Lomas  fum- 
ing in  unmistakable  Gloucestershire ; 
Constance  Collier  minding  her  brood  of 
12 


chicks  as  The  Matriarch;  Ellen  Root, 
the  what-ho  moderne  and  Katherine 
Krug,  a  new  and  surprisingly  adequate 
Juliet ;  Francine  Larrimore  and  Char- 
lotte Granville,  the  blustering  Boucie  of 
the  tea  cups  and  lorgnette  in  Let  Us  Be 
Gay:  Mr.  Gillette  as  Sherlock  Holmes 
in  the  most  youthful  sort  of  farewell 
that  seems  possible ;  Mrs.  Jacques  Mar- 
tin, in  Your  Uncle  Dudley,  the  merriest 
and  most  twinkle-eyed  of  grandmoth- 
ers; and  Mei  Lan-fang,  "Foremost  of 
the  Pear  Orchard,"  whose  every  motion 
carried  the  essence  of  spirited  artistry, 
whose  set  face  and  wide  expressive  eyes, 
supple  waist  and  working  fingers  are, 
with  the  assistance  of  Stark  Young  and 
other  explainers,  a  growing  source  of 
dramatic  effect.  And  last,  in  the  seat  of 
honor,  rests  Ruth  Draper,  playing  in  her 
own  way  with  as  much  ingenuity  as  any 
woman  of  the  American  stage.  Surely, 
to  have  seen  Miss  Draper  as  Mr.  Clif- 
ford's three  women,  the  secretary,  wife 
and  mistress,  and  to  have  watched  her 
flame  into  the  three  generations  in  a 
domestic  relations  court  is  to  have 
availed  oneself  of  the  finest  memories. 

The  plays  selected  as  the  best  of  the 
year  are,  in  but  a  semblance  of  the 
proper  order: 

Strange  Interlude:     Eugene  O'Neill. 

Journey's  End:     R.  C.  Sherriff. 

The  First  Mrs.  Eraser:  St.  John  Er- 
vine. 

Street  Scene:     Elmer  Rice. 

Caprice:     Sil-Vara. 

Let  Us  Be  Gay:     Rachel  Crothers. 

June  Moon:  Ring  Lardner  and 
George  Kaufman. 

Wings  Over  Europe:  Robert  Nichols 
and  Maurice  Browne. 

The  Matriarch:     G.  B.  Stern. 

The  Age  of  Innocence:  Margaret 
Ayer  Barnes. 

Little  Accident:  Floyd  Dell  and 
Thomas  Mitchell. 

The  Perfect  Alibi:     A.  A.  Milne. 

Your  Uncle  Dudley:  Howard  Lind- 
say and  Bertram  Robinson. 

Holiday:     Philip  Barry. 


The  unusually  lengthy  thinning  of 
box-ofiice  lines,  caused  by  the  steady 
climb  of  the  talking  picture  and  what 
not,  became  noticeable  during  February, 
long  before  its  customary  appearance 
previous  to  Lent.  The  temporary  ab- 
sence of  payroll  money  in  the  city  hall 
tightened  wallet-bands  over  the  entire 
city,  and,  according  to  several  managers, 
cut  into  theatrical  attendance.  The  pre- 
Lent  period  swished  across  a  haymaker 
that  connected  with  unusual  gusto. 


The  British  theatre  and  tongue  were 
introduced  to  Chicagoans  in  a  number 
of  plays,  which  may  carry  the  seeds  of 
continued  fellowship.  The  Dramatic 
League  of  Chicago,  successful  in  its  first 
season,  was  as  English  as  the  Shuberts 
could  make  it.  All  of  the  five  plays 
presented  were  English,  and  indications 
are  that  the  second  season,  to  be  of  24 
weeks,  will  consist  of  English  and  con- 
tinental drama. 


The  English  comedy  we  have  seen  is 
far  beyond  our  hollow  humor.  It  is 
sustained  and  purposeful,  the  dialogue 
is  sincere,  adept  and  sweeps  along  with 
confident  dignity,  and  its  gaiety  seldom 
approaches  the  too  obvious.  A  definite 
scheme  and  background  is  woven 
through  the  lines,  with  little  dependence 
on  superficial  cleverness  and  the  man- 
ners of  the  artificial  haut  monde. 


The  Chicago  Civic  Shakespeare  So- 
ciety's notable  enterprise  has  made  the 
city,  together  with  Berlin  and  Stratford, 
the  only  one  with  a  permanent  theatre 
for  Shakespeare.  Fritz  Leiber  and  his 
company  did  fairly  well  with  the  ten 
plays  and  two  weeks  of  repertory,  but 
the  break  with  Helen  Freeman  and 
Tyrone  Power,  Mr.  Leiber's  best  players, 
has  made  a  gap. 


Of  the  post-Easter  shows  we  were 
able  to  catch  only  two  before  press  time. 
Mehbe,  at  the  Erlanger,  is  trash.  The 
other,  A  Wonderful  Night  with  the 
waltzes  of  Johann  Straus,  a  revolving 
stage  which  keeps  the  story  flowing,  a 
comic-soubrette  who  approaches  the  abil- 
ity of  Mitzi,  a  tippling,  explosive  clown 
and  good  brittle  actors  for  the  interest- 
ing story. 
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COMMERCE  HYMN 

Dad  sent  me  oil  to  college 

To  study  business  plan. 

It  was  a  school  with  coeds — 

And  coeds  need  a  man. 

I  worked  my  head  ofF  for  the  girls, 

I    bought    them    rubies,    bought    them 

pearls. 
My    course    was    different    from    dad's 

plan — 
I  graduate — a  tired  business  man. 

F.  A. 


The  only  man  who  became  a  physical 
marvel  through  correspondence  courses 
is  the  mailman  who  carried  the  lessons 
about  on  his  back. 


"Sonny,  be  a  good  boy,  or  the  women 
who  pose  for  modernistic  paintings  will 
come  after  you!" 

He  rowed  bis  team  to  victory, 
He  brought  himself  to  jame. 
But  nou'  he's  in  a  sideshoic. 
And  plays  the  old  shell  game. 


HOW  TO  WORK  YOUR  WAY 
THROUGH  COLLEGE 

in.  And  Then  I  Screamed 
"1  cannot  tell  a  lie"  (as  George 
Washington  said  when  he  was  called 
the  father  of  his  country) ,  is  a  motto 
that  will  make  you  as  much  money  as 
it  has  made  Bernarr  Macfadden.  There 
is  a  growing  market  for  "Confessions 
of  an  Inebriated  Beta,"  or  "Why  I 
Walked  Home  from  Wilmette  Harbor." 
The  simplicity  of  this  work  should  ap- 
peal to  the  college  student,  who  can 
record  some  of  his  stronger  weak  mo- 
ments for  the  innocent  public.  No  im- 
agination is  required,  since  the  average 
student  could  write  at  least  seven  such 
articles  a  week  from  his  actual  experi- 
ences in  pursuit  of  the  higher  culture. 
Care  must  be  taken,  however,  to  choose 
only  the  milder  experiences  to  confess ; 
these  magazines  must  still  go  into  the 
hands  of  innocent  gunmen  and  chorus 
girls. 

F.  G. 


"What  did  you  do  with  the  money  you 
saved  by  using  Washo  toothpaste?" 
"Bought  a  tube  of  Dento." 

IN  CHICAGO 

The  citizen  drives  down  the  road 

With  terror  on  his  face. 
A  motor  cop  on  every  beat 

Is  checking  up  his  pace. 
The  Law  will  curse  him,  haul  him  in 

If  e'er  he  jails  to  stop — 
But  it's  "Morning,  Mr.  Saltis" 

When  a  gangster  meets  a  cop. 

The  citizen  walks  slowly  home 

The  time  is  rather  late. 
A  gunman  lifts  his  xvatch  and  dough 

Outside  his  garden  gate. 
The  captain  shakes  his  head  and  sighs, 

"This  really  ought  to  stop" — 
But  ifs  "Morning,  Mr.  Druggan" 

When  a  gangster  meets  a  cop. 

The  citizen  is  in  his  bed 

And  likely  fast  asleep. 
The  noble  minions  of  the  Law 

Into  his  bedroom  creep. 
"Get  up,  we're  gonna  search  dis  joint. 

We  think  you've  got  a  drop." 
But  it's  "Morning  Mr.   Capone" 

When  a  gangster  meets  a  cop. 

G.  B. 


Pity  poor  Elsie!  When  she  was  or- 
dered to  appear  as  co-respondent  in  a 
divorce  case  she  thought  she  was  getting 
a  job  as  the  judge's  private  secretary. 
Poor,  poor  Elsie! 


"Helen  insists  that  I  obtain  her  a  bouquet  for  the  dance  tonight.    Is  it  being 
done?" 

"No,  you  are!" 


Familiarity  breeds- 
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(pflgtHumOr  Magazine. 


Instead  of  the  usual  Commencement 
Number  of  the  Purple  Parrot,  we  are 
presenting  to  you  the  Big  Business  Num- 
ber. The  step  aside,  however,  is  not  a 
drastic  or  a  large  one,  for  big  business 
follows  commencement — usually. 


This  edition  is  dedicated  to  the  stu- 
dents in  the  Northwestern  School  of 
Commerce  and  other  big  business  men 
of  the  campus. 


BIG  BUSINESS— they  are  magic 
words  that  inspire  people  to  go  through 
four  years  of  college ;  they  are  a  magnet 
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that  draws  students  from  the  liberal  arts 
to  statistics  and  business  organization 
and  accounting;  they  are  salesmen  that 
offer  a  white  collar  and  a  Pierce  Arrow 
in  exchange  for  philosophy,  literature, 
and  the  sciences.  Sell  your  liberal  arts. 
You  will  never  get  a  chance  later.  Sell 
your  professors.  Sell  your  university. 
And  don't  forget  the  motto  of  today — 
Sell  Yourself.  " 


Gather  the  lilacs,  strew  the  tears,  and 
open  the  ash  can.  For  the  seniors  are  say- 
ing goodbye — if  they're  fortunate,  or 
unfortunate,  as  the  attitude  may  be. 
It's  a  strange  inconsistency,  this  gradua- 


tion. We  break  our  necks  for  four  years 
so  that  we  may  leave,  and  then  when  we 
are  about  to  be  sent  down  to  LaSalle 
Street  in  nothing  but  a  sheepskin,  we  are 
sorry  that  we  have  to  depart  so  soon. 


The  last  joke  is  written,  the  last  proof 
read,  and  the  last  laugh  laughed.  It's 
time  for  me  to  pick  up  my  hat,  to  leave. 
Another  editor  is  impatient  to  work  for  a 
better  Purple  Parrot.  He  is  filled  with 
enthusiasm  and  congratulations.  He  will 
do  the  things  that  other  editors  have  left 
undone — we  all  have  said  that.  Good 
luck  to  him. 


P  L  R  P  L 


PARROT 


NEWS  SCENTS 


MORE  TOWELS  —  'Colgate  Stu- 
dents Wet."  (Chicago  Ty'tbioie.  March 
26.) 

WILD  AND  WOOLLY  —  "Elect 
Savage  Treasurer,  is  Collins'  Plea." 
(Chicago  North  West  News.  March 
26.) 

CLEAR  THE  STREETS— "Dancing 
School  Leases  Space  on  Wacker  Drive." 
(Chicago  Tribtine,  March  30.) 

A  GENERAL  EXHIBITED— "Scars 
of  War  Chief  Sights  in  this  Town.'" 
(Chicago  Neirs,  April  4.) 

CHRISTENED  WITH  BOTTLE.^— 
"The  Fredericktotvn  (Mo.)  Democrat- 
News  is  defendant  in  a  $50,000  libel 
action  brought  by  Prosecuting  Attorney 
W.  H.  Stumbaugh,  based  on  an  article 
criticizing  the  prosecuting  attorney's  of- 
fice following  the  death  of  a  young  man 
named  at  a  roadhouse  near  Frederick- 
town."  {Editor  and  Publisher,  April 
5.) 


ACTION  TAKEN— "Disarm  Dele- 
gates Back  Home."  (Chicago  Post, 
April   29.) 

PAGE  THE  TOREADOR— "Lon- 
don Fears  U.  S.  Bulls.""  {Detroit 
Times,  April  7.) 

BOILED  ACADEMY  —  "Cookmg 
School  in  Fall  River.'"  {Editor  and 
Publisher,  April   12.) 


PROTECTION- 

Chest    of    Silver."' 
April  14.) 


Bush    to    Receive 
(Chicago    Neiis. 


ENDURANCE— "Mae  Murray 
Dances  for  Week  at  Palace."  (Chicago 
Times,   April   19.) 

ORGAN  IN  ORGY— "Gay  Liver, 
60,  Gets  Life  Sentence  for  Having  Wife 
Slain."     (Chicago  Times.  April  19.) 

GIRLS!  GIRLS!  GIRLS!— "P.  T.  A. 
Meet  on  Tomorrow — Three-day  Session 
of  State  Congress  Opens  Here." 
(Evanston  Shoppers'  Review,  April  21.) 


"My  dog  is  worth  a  thousand  dollars." 
"My,   it   must    have   taken   him   a   long 
time  to  save  that  much." 


SPRING  OUTFIT— "Charles  Kaley 
Returns  to  Granada  in  Film."  (Chicago 
News,  April  23.) 

WANTS  A  CHORUS  GIRL— "Your 
Child  Passes  from  One  Stage  to  An- 
other; Follow  Him."  (Chicago  Trib- 
une,  April  24.) 

SOMETIMES    NOISE— "Radio    Is 

Sound,  Says  Aylesworth."     {Editor  ayid 
Publisher.  April  26.) 

SINKERS — "Scout  Heroes  Given 
Medals  as  Life  Savers."  Chicago  Trib- 
une, April  28. 


A  DIRTY  JOKE  GETS  IN  THE  PARROT. 
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"For  ihe  last  lime  J  ask  you  for  that  ten  dollars." 
"Thank  God,  that's  over  with." 


SONG  HITS 

The  wail  of  a  little 'tike  who  got  lost 
downtown;  '  Muvver,  come  back  to 
me." 

Detective  song:  '  Wherever  you  go, 
I'm  following  you." 

Flunkers'  song  (to  be  sung  just  after 
exams):  "Quiz  me  again;  quiz  me 
again!" 

Suggested  wedding  march  for  those 
who  are  marrying  for  the  second  time: 
■  Scrappy  days  are  here  again." 

N.  /■■.  E. 


Yes!  bananas,  tha  body-builder,  I 
guess;  but,  oy,  banana-skins,  tha  body- 
wrecker! 


Pat  was  standing  at  the  top  of  a 
mine-shaft  one  day  when  a  visiting 
Chinese  official  and  his  party  got  off  the 
little  elevator.  Pat  scratched  his  head 
a  moment,  then  walked  up  to  him  and 
asked : 

"Faith,    and    how    did    ye    stand    the 
heat?" 
H) 


THE  CLOTHES  BUSINESS 
Finklestine,  our  prcjminent  coat  and 
vest  man,  went  to  Europe  last  summer, 
and  while  he  was  in  England,  one  of 
the  Vast  Army  of  Unemployed  ap- 
proached him  for  a  handout. 

"Blarst  me,  strynger,"  said  the  un- 
fortunate one.  (You  get  a  bigger  laugh 
out  of  this  story  if  you  read  it  out  loud 
with  an  accent  and  a  monocle.)  "Blarst 
me,  but  hit's  a  blocjdy  shyme  that  hi 
'ave  to  arsk  you  to  'elp  me  this  way,  but 
hi  'ave  only  a  bleedin'  sixpence  to  me 
nyme,  an'  blimey,  gov'ner,  wot  kin  yer 
do  with  sixpence.'' " 

"With  sixpence,  oy,  I  could  make  you 
three  two  pents  suits,"  said  Finklestine 
with  a  shrewd  leer,  at  which  the  whole 
party  burst  out  hysterically  and  voted 
him  the  life  of  the  party,  I  guess. 

E.   W. 


Then    there's   the    bricklayer's   union 
that  hired  a  mortarboat  for  its  annual 


I  MET  A  MAN 

Be  not  deceived  by  outward  looks — 
So  runs  the  line  in  copy  books — 

And  doubtless  it  is  true. 
The  man  who  seems  to  you  v>  dumb 
May  be  a  Solomon  to  some. 

And  he  whom  you  believe  a  crumb 
May  think  the  same  of  you. 

The  man  who  boasts  a  pirate's  face 
May  be  a  connoisseur  of  lace 

Or  even  butterflies; 
While  he  who  seems  so  very  mild 
With  mien  and  manners  of  a  child 

May  be  a  chief  of  gangsters  wild 
Who  kill  and  terrorize. 

The  bruiser  with  the  huge  physique 
May  be  at  heart  extremely  meek 

And  always  flee  a  fight; 
While  little  runts  of  five  feet  two 
May  have  a  warlike  point  of  view 

And  battle  with  no  matter  who 
At  every  fancied  slight. 

Likewise  the  one  with  ancient  coat 
May  be  a  millionaire  of  note 

Who  owns  uncounted  Jack ; 
While  he  who  sports  a  diamond  ring 
And  roams  the  town  dressed  like  a  king 

May  owe  for  every  blessed  thing 
He  wears  upon  his  back. 

I  met  a  man  of  honest  gaze 
With  very  prepossessing  ways, 

A  veritable  saint. 
I  loaned  him  ten  a  day  or  so 
He'd  pay  me  back,  of  course,  you  know. 
It's    six    months    now    and    still    no 
dough — 
And  hence  this  morbid  plaint. 
G.  B. 


A  society  woman  is  a  being  who  will 
spend  $25,000  for  decorations  at  a 
charity  ball  that  will  net  about  twenty- 
five  cents. 


"You   can   turn  the  propeller  off.  Pilot. 
I'm  quite  cooled  off  now." 


P  U  R  P  L 
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BUFF 

He  sat  at  his  desk,  a  typical  business 
man,  but  different  in  the  fact  that  over 
his  eyes  was  tied  a  black  satin  bandage, 
shutting  off^  his  view  entirely  from  his 
surroundings.  This  obstruction  of 
sight,  however,  did  not  seem  to  inter- 
fere with  his  actions  in  carrying  on  the 
business  of  the  day;  he  scribbled  notes, 
interviewed  callers  and  came  to  deci- 
sions concerning  any  matter  as  well  as 
any  less  handicapped  executive. 

He  was  first  seen  toying  with  a  sheet 
of  paper,  to  which  is  attached  a  number 
of  paper  clips  of  various  shapes  and 
sizes.  After  pulling  each  one  from  the 
paper  several  times,  and  slipping  it  back, 
he  dropped  all  but  one  clip  into  his 
drawer,  attached  that  one  to  the  paper, 
scribbled  a  note  thereon,  and  dropped 
it  into  his  filebox. 

During  the  morning  he  interviewed 
three  mineral  water  representatives,  each 
representing  a  large  local  bottling  com- 
pany. After  hearing  their  respective 
statements,  the  executive  requested  each 
to  place  before  him  a  sample  of  his  wa- 
ter in  a  paper  cup.  He  then  sipped 
from  each  cup,  chewing  a  mint  between 
drinks  to  clear  his  taste.  Then  he  un- 
hesitatingly lifted  the  center  cup,  re- 
marking, "This  is  undoubtedly  the  best 
water  of  the  three,  and  we  will  install 
your  service  within  a  week." 

He  continued  throughout  the  day, 
making  important  decisions  without 
hesitation,  m  spite  of  his  handicap.  It 
was  marvelous  to  watch  him  tearing 
samples  of  stationery  between  his  teeth, 
or  perhaps  chewing  stick  after  stick  of 
gum  to  decide  which  brand  was  best 
fitted  to  the  needs  of  his  stenographers. 
But  you  may  have  this  wrong,  folks. 
This  is  not  the  picture  of  a  blind  genius, 
but  only  the  executive  manager  of  the 
Cold  Gold  Company  carrying  on  the 
day's  business  by  means  of  the  blindfold 
test.  P.  C. 


One  doesn't  go  to  college  for  knowl- 
edge, but  for  the  contracts  one  can 
make. 


Young  Author:  Hurrah!  Five  dol- 
lars for  my  last  story. 

Friend:    Who  from? 

Y.  A.:  The  express  company — they 
lost  it. 


MONKEY 

Curly  muskrat  cum  out  uv  Bob  & 
ernies.  Tha  windas  waz  all  lit  up — so 
waz  curly.  He  ruk  2  steps  &  did  a  dub- 
ble  jack  nife  into  a  Irish  male  ware  a 
Kappa  an  too  ladies  waz  discussin 
wether  tha  Mexican  border  shud  pay 
rent  or  thet  Scotland  yard  waz  a  free 
plaground. 

I  want  my  ma,  sez  curly.  Tha  hell, 
sez  tha  Kap,  yoo  aint  never  had  one  ya 
damn  fool.  Ladies  dont  say  aint  sez 
curly  and  bloo  hiz  noze  with  a  street 
car  transfer.  Well,  get  out  ya  cant  park 
here  sez  one  uv  tha  ladies  &  enyway 
yu  shudnt  get  drunk — yur  not  a  Phi 
delt.  So  curly  stuk  out  hiz  tongue  & 
sed,  yur  not  a  bit  nise.  Out  in  tha 
storm  went  curly  until  he  met  2  Phi 
Bates  reedin  a  copy  uv  tha  Specialist. 
My  good  man,  yoo  seem  to  be  in  diffi- 
culty sez  Phi  bate  No.  1.  Run  along 
Tonsilitis,  sez  curly,  I  know  ware  I  em; 
Im  in  Cicero  &  yur  not  Art  shires  eether. 
&  I  hope  all  yur  kids  marry  Pi  Phies 
too. 

Curly  turned  tha  corner  &  hung  hiz 
lantern  on  tha  alpha  fee  hse.  &  got 
ready  to  play  hiz  piccolo  wen  a  sensus 
taker  sez,  doo  yoo  liv  here  &  hoo  are 
yoo?  Yes  to  tha  first  part  &  damnifl- 
know  to  tha  rest.  Tha  sensus  taker  then 
wailed,  Yoo  brute,  are  yoo  married? 
No,  sez  curly  but  my  wife  is.  Ive  got 
a  brother  thats  livin  and  a  sister  thats 
married — my  grandma  dont  like  pepso- 
dent  or  old  golds  &  our  bath  room  is  in 
tha  back  yard.  Goodby  an  dont  forget 
yur  spittune  sez  he. 

As  curly  swung  into  tha  east  qwad 
sumeone  thru  a  emty  lifeboy  soap  box 
at  him.  I  must  be  gettin  close  to  home 
sez  curly  &  struggled  on  in  tha  moon- 
lite.  Just  then  he  cums  across  two  D. 
Gees  playin  "bean  bag."  Any  ice  to- 
day ladie?  sez  curly.  Run  along  trench- 
mouth  sez  tha  dee  gee  with  tha  bloom- 
ers, we're  busy.  Can  I  sell  yu  sum  nise 
fresh  canary  bird  seed  sez  he.  Fresh! 
sez  tha  other  ladie  uv  tha  second  part, 
"I  can  see  your  no  gentelman."  Yur 
not  eether  sez  curly  &  stolled  a  block 
to  a  garbage  can.  He  picked  around 
among  the  Lydia  Pinkham  boxes  &  Bays 
case  books,  but  finally  gave  up  in  dis- 
gust because  all  tha  bottles  he  found 
was  emty  so  he  swallowed  his  saliva, 
pulled  his  shoestrings  four  nots  tighter 


BIZNESS 

&  played  "tha  man  from  tha  south"  on 
hiz  piccolo  while  tha  house  mothers 
snapped  their  fingers  in  glee. 

Down  tha  street  went  "pie  eyed 
piper"  curly,  tha  house  mothers  &  coeds 
following  him  to  Wilmette  Harbor. 
Would  no  one  stop  him?  What  waz 
tha  spell  he  held  over  them?  lowder 
and  funnier  he  played  tha  man  from 
tha  south  and  lowder  &  lowder  the 
house  mothers  snapped  their  fingers. 
Just  as  they  were  about  to  go  wadeing, 
curly  stopped  suddenly  &  looked  up  in 
disgust — tha  spell  waz  broken,  "out  uv 
50,000  people,  that  see  gull " 

&  they  lived  happily  ever  after. 


?>A,tJ&£«'r 


Meet  Mr.  PenopUiosostiosky — the  boy 
going  to  make  a  name  for  himself. 
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'You    hare    only    two    or    three    buildings    in    this    ton'n.' 
'I  know,   but  look  at  all  the  parking  space." 


Young  Husband :  What's  the  idea  of 
standing  on  your  head,  darUng? 

Young  Wife:  Just  as  a  surprise, 
dearie.  I'm  making  "upside-down" 
apple  cake. 


"Say!     I'm  gonna  get  a  cat. 
"How  do  you  feel?" 


NEW  GRAND  STAND  YELL 
Sip — sip — sip 
Pipj^pipp— pipp 
Lip — lip — lip 
Hip — hip — hip 
HOORAY 


In  most  universities  the  Text-Book- 
of-Four-Years  Club  has  reached  its 
membership  quota. 


"Vimmen  iss  a  slave  mit  fashions. 
Now  she  iss  vearing  dresses  made  mit 
fetters." 

"Yah,  und  vir  mussen  free  wimmen 
from  her  fetters." 


"Waiter,  there's  bugs  on  these  here 
cookies." 

"Perfectly  natural,  sir." 

"Natural!" 

"Yes,  they're  animal  crackers." 

Guest:  "Waiter,  there's  a  fly  in  my 
ice-cream." 

Waiter:  "Let  him  freeze,  and  teach 
him  a  lesson." 


"Your  wife  is  neither  good  looking 
nor  intelligent.  Why  did  you  marry 
her?" 

"Oh,  Just  for  fun." 


Willie  was  a  pretty  sick  boy  and  the 
doctor  was  called  in.  He  told  the  boy 
that  he  would  have  to  go  to  the  hospi- 
tal.    But  Willie  protested  strenuously. 

"Doctor,  I  don't  want  to  go  to  an  old 
hospital." 

"Why,  Willie,  a  hospital  is  a  fine 
place — clean  and  convenient  and  com- 
fortable." 

"But,  Doc,  I  don't  want  to  go  there. 
I  don't  want  a  baby,  I  want  a  pup!" 
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XXX 

You  have  never  heard  of  the  Roman 
old  maid  who  received  a  letter  written 
on  the  thirtieth.  She  still  believes  the 
sender  had  enclosed  three  kisses  for  her. 


The  enemy  was  overhead, 

But  Ben  was  quick  of  wit ; 

He  aimed  high  at  the  aeroplanes 

And  knocked  them  down  with  Flit. 


Have  you  met  the  girl  who  didn't  at- 
tend a  single  football  game  because  she 
didn't  like  the  picture  on  her  student 
pass  book? 


THINK  YOU'RE  WISE? 

Questions 

1.  What  is  Edison's  full  name? 

2.  Did  Edison  ever  take  an  interest  in 
cement? 

3.  What  is  Edison  working  on  now? 

4.  What  is  a  mosque? 

5.  Give   an    example   of   a   collective 
noun. 

6.  What  is  a  fez? 

7.  Describe  the  Russian  serf. 

8.  What  is  meant  by  the  height  of 
fashion? 

9.  What  is  an  alloy? 

10.  What  is  a  flying  buttress? 

11.  What  is  a  galleon? 

12.  What  is  the  difi^erence  between  a 
long  and  short  ton? 

13.  What    is    meant    by    a    "Romance 
Language"? 

Answers 

1.  Commonwealth  Edison. 

2.  Yes.    He  is  interested  in  hard  sub- 
jects. 

3.  A  pneumatic  swivel-chair. 

4.  That  which  one  wears  over  the  eyes 
at  a  masquerade. 

5.  Garbage  man. 

6.  A  drink  made  from  grapes. 

7.  A  famous  beach. 

8.  Six  inches  below  the  knees. 

9-    One  country  who,  by  a  treaty,  helps 
another. 

10.  A  large  bird  of  prey. 

11.  Four  quarts. 

12.  You  pay  for  the  long  ton  and  get 
the  short. 

13.  Language  for  advertisements. 


THIS  MAY  BE  AN  ACT  FROM 

"STRANGE    INTERLUDE" 

and  it  may  not  be 

(Revised  by  a  Cross-Word  Maniac) 
It  was  Thursday  evening  (maid's 
night  off)  in  a  peaceful  little  hamlet 
(baby  pig)  in  Afghanistan  (not  to  be 
confused  with  that  curly  fur) .  What  if 
the  deed  (boy  scout  version)  was  in  the 
hands  (oh,  that's  impossible)  of  Persis 
Blacksnoot?  There  was  still  (Kentucky 
dew)  a  chance  (tsk,  tsk,  games  of 
chance)  to  retain  the  honor  (three  in  my 
hand,  fourth  in  partner's)  of  our  little 
Nell  (deb  from  the  neck  up) .  The 
clock  was  striking  (see  law  against  as- 
sault) the  fatal  hour  (possessive  of  we) 
when  down  the  street  (made  popular  in 
the  play  "Street  Scene")  came  riding 
a  handsome  man  (from  the  South),  de- 
termination expressed  in  every  footfall 
(stop,  you're  losing  something).  Was 
he  in  nick  (see  Saint)  of  time?  In  his 
pocket  jangled  thirty  yen  (colloquial 
for  yearning) .  He  was  home  to  free 
(with  each  dollar  purchase)  his  sweet- 
heart from  worse  than  death  (see  Nick 
Carter  stories) .  Before  the  last  peel 
(see  banana)  he  burst  into  the  wretched 
hovel  (not  to  be  confused  with  football 
conferences) .  Throwing  the  coin  (as  a 
word)  on  the  table  (there  should  be  a 
stein  on  the  table)  he  stepped  between 
(error,  Emily  Post)  Persis  and  NelL 
'Yah,  Yah!  (colloquial  for  yes  in 
Sweden)  that  gell  (two  gells,  one 
pint)  is  mine.  Take  your  dirty  hands 
(dirty  face)  oflen  her.  Ain't  youse 
ashamed  (squelched?)  with  this?" 
Blacksnoot,  the  terror  of  the  country 
(anywhere,  not  in  the  city)  hung  his 
head  (he  got  ahead  of  the  sheriff)  and 
slunk  (soft,  furry  animal)  out  of  the 
door  ne'er  to  be  heard  of  again  (till  he 
popped  up  as  a  radio  announcer)  .  .  . 
Nell  flew  (see  Lindbergh)  to  her  hero's 
arms  (to  arms!  etc.)  and  sobbed  relief 
(Near  East) .  Once  more  all  was 
peace  (word  usually  followed  by  "of 
cheese") . 

Grela. 


With  sheepskin  in  his  lily  hands, 
He  shoed  a  horse  from  western  lands. 
From  clouds  above  he  'round  did  scan 
And  ttioaned  it's  shoes  that  mark  the 


AT  THE  BAR 

The  scene  is  in  the  gym.  A  stout  girl 
and  a  slender  one  are  grappling  with 
the  horizontal  bar  in  an  attempt  to  chin 
themselves.  The  stout  girl,  red  faced, 
slowly  and  successfully  gets  her  head 
above  the  bar  and  falls  down,  exhausted. 

"Three!"  she  exclaims. 

"Cheater!"  replies  the  thin  one.  "You 
only  got  above  once."  She  is  assuming 
a  clawing  attitude. 

"Yeh?  Well,  honey,  you  probably 
wouldn't  understand"  (swats  friend  on 
the  back),  "but  I'm  triple-chinned." 


Ariadne:  "Dear  me!  Here  I'm  going 
to  take  my  master's  and  I  haven't  written 
my  Theseus  yet." 


Then  there's  the  geologist  who  wrote 
his  thesis  on  gallstones. 


A  decided  drop  on  the  New  York  Curb. 
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THINGS  WOUTH  SEEING  ON 


That  a  few  tears  have  been  dispatched 
before  this  reaches  you  is  further  proof 
of  the  futility  of  seniority.  If  there  is 
anyone  else  who  is  afraid  that  he  will 
graduate,  there  will  be  a  duet  of  "We've 
got  those  no  more  schools  to  go  to 
blues."  From  that  group  perhaps,  or 
from  the  one  which  pokes  out  the  Bar- 
ker, will  come  the  one  who  will  grab 
up  my  bucket  and  banner.  Let  me  start 
her  off  by  calling  her  attention  to  the 
plaque  in  Harris  Hall  lobby  which  holds 
in  the  stone  the  proven  one: 

THE   MAKING   OF   MEN   IS   GREATER 
THAN  THE  MAKING  OF  EMPIRES. 

While  you  are  on  your  way  over  there, 
put  on  the  oxford  glasses  and  look  into 
the  dark  eyes  of  Babe  Whitsett,  the  girl 
who  holds  her  clinches  for  four  blocks. 
Runners-up  will  meet  in  the  stadium. 
.  .  .  The  fortune  teller  at  the  circus 
who  told  Prexy  that  she  foresaw  unlim- 
ited cuts  for  seniors.  .  .  .  E.  C.  Wil- 
son's cane.  .  .  .  Mary  Moulton's  orange 
hat.  .  .  .  Henry  Preston  Mitchell,  who 
is  another  chap  depending  upon  the 
effectiveness  of  a  flat  tire  for  the  pro- 
motion of  romance.  Imlay  Street  should 
be  an  excellent  parking  space  for  the 
parts  of  the  chapter  not  gifted  with  that 
West  Virginia  technique.   ...  Jo  Faw- 


cett's  haircut.  .  .  .  Bill  Monktums 
Lambchild  Bryan  who  assures  me  that 
his  father  is  not  as  smart  as  he  is 
cracked  up  to  be.  After  all,  a  professor 
is  no  miracle  to  his  own  family,  or  do 
you  follow  me.  .  .  .  Lavinia  Henry's 
Map  of  the  Heavens.  Someone  nudges 
me  to  point  out  that  the  Alpha  Zips 
usually  cover  the  ground.  .  .  .  The  D. 
G.  who  actually  does  an  hour's  work  be- 
tween One  and  Two  in  Abnormal.  She 
waves  one  eye  at  a  solemn  Sprague 
brother,  another  at  the  Beta  who  shaves, 
and  saves  the  remainder  of  the  time  for 
beaming  at  a  well-filled  baby  blue 
sweater,  or  blowing  on  defenseless  Hod 
Noonan's  neck.  You  don't  rail  hers  a 
line;  it's  a  cable.  .  .  .  Doctor  Lee's 
ever-present  toothbrush,  and  his  inim- 
itable stories  about  Mars  and  Ralph 
Plus.  .  .  .  The  corsages  growing  out  of 
the  trees  at  the  Village  Tavern,  or  don't 
you  go  pretzeling.  .  .  .  Lyle  Jorgen- 
son's  waistline,  which  cinches  my  the- 
ory that  one  does  not  have  to  be  in 
Speech  to  go  for  that  D.  U.  waistline. 
.  .  .  Adrienne  Grant,  than  whom  there 
is  no  other,  making  a  train  as  well  as 
a  Scribbler  behave  at  the  Senior  Ball, 
which  dance  was  the  same  as  any  other 
except  for  sight  of  Fred  De  Cordova's 


BANSeUT 


"Boss,  give  me  fire  dollars,  will  you?" 

"No;  I  never  make  advances  to  my  stenographers." 


CAMPUS 

quaint  doll  in  burgundy  blue.  .  .  . 
Mary  Evelyn  Canty's  profile.  .  .  .  Gor- 
don Babbitt,  King  of  Sports.  .  .  .  W. 
G.  Smith,  the  Deke  from  Cornell,  who 
can  swing  a  mean  pencil  in  Engineer- 
ing, and  who  directs  one  of  the  best 
North  Side  choirs  in  his  spare  mo- 
ments. .  .  .  Gladys  Rodda  who  does 
the  right  thing  by  Pointex  Hosiery. 
.  .  .  The  Amarillo  heartbreaker.  As 
any  Pi  Phi  would  say,  "He  can  have 
me."  .  .  .  Jake  Frehner  who  still  takes 
the  gals  out  in  the  country  and  runs  out 
of  buggy  fuel.  .  .  .  Beulah  Proud's 
book  ends.  She  is  not  a  K.  D.  .  .  . 
Harold  Finley's  ancient  expression  of  "I 
reckon."  My  mother  has  always  been 
glad  that  no  one  could  possibly  regard 
me  as  a  child  prodigy.  It  has  saved 
much  time  and  explanation,  and  I  can 
get  ahead  of  people  by  playing  dumb. 
I  can,  therefore,  insist  that  someone 
frightened  me  when  I  was  young. 
Which  reminds  me  that  that  is  the  ex- 
planation for  Al  Bielefeld's  hair.  .  .  . 
Eleanor  Fretter  who  has  the  voice  which 
is  sure  cure  for  headaches.  ...  J.  Man- 
ley  Phelps  who  has  written  great  verse 
about  keeping  the  desk  between  himself 
and  certain  coeds.  I  know  expert  de- 
fense when  I  see  it.  .  .  ,  The  Alpha 
Chi  who  was  going  to  conjugate  Greek 
verbs  at  Bob  Wieland's  face,  because, 
said  she,  "He  put  that  about  me  in 
'Things  Worth  Seeing'."  So  I  urged 
her  to  be  good  and  nasty  to  him.  My 
father  is  an  undertaker.  .  .  .  Fido  Dilg 
and  the  solemn  Sig  at  Miami  Triad 
beaming  at  what  they  put  across 
smoothly.  .  .  .  Billy  Farnum  who  de- 
serves even  more  excitement  than  initia- 
tion into  National  Collegiate  Players. 
If  some  of  the  backless  gowns  will 
please  step  aside,  I  can  investigate  rhis 
Delta  Zeta  who  is  going  to  make  a  dress 
out  of  his  best  tie  as  soon  as  he  gets  up 
the  courage  to  discard  it.  .  .  .  Dean 
Robnett's  husband,  who  whispers  that 
there  were  some  wild  ones  in  his  day. 
.  .  .  Lew  Taggett's  coal  gas  cigars. 
.  .  .  The  Gamma  Phi  rabbit  under  the 
divine  tutelage  of  pledges.  .  .  .  The 
Daily's  latest  attache,  who,  under  the 
name  of  the  Spectator,  is  slinging  them 
at  you  via  PARADE. 

Pauline  Smeed. 
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TELL 

[/«  searching  for  these  unknown  facts 
we  have  foUoived  the  advice  of  the 
French  detective  bureau:    "On  n'a  ni 
I'herhe,  ni  I' eau  quails  ont  en  Suisse." 
(Hmtt  the  woman.)'} 
Mrs.  Gessler,  wife  of  the  governor, 
had  purchased   in  Paris  a  new  hat,   a 
dream  decorated  with  ostrich  feathers, 
parrot   feathers,   and   feather-grass.      It 
was  a  hat  as  only  Paris  could  make,  and 
she  worshipped   it.      And   wishing   ail 
people  to  worship  it  as  she  did,  she  or- 
dered her  governor  to  place  it  on  a  tall 
pole  in  the  village  market  place. 

So  there  was  the  hat  on  a  huge  stick, 
a  price  tag  dangling  from  it  to  attract 
the  people  closer.  And  between  the  hat 
and  the  stick  sat  Mrs.  Gessler,  in  all  her 
glory-   . 

"Apples!  Apples!"  rang  out  through 
the  clear  mountain  air.  A  boy  and  a 
man  pushing  a  cart  passed.  Mrs.  Ges- 
sler and  the  pole  shook  with  anger. 

"Governor!  They  do  not  worship 
the  hat." 

"Where  are  your  eyes?"  yelled  the 
governor. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,"  replied  the 
apple  pusher.  "I  thought  it  was  merely 
another  flag-pole  sitter."  And  he  made 
to  go. 

"Ha,  ha,"  laughed  Gessler. 

"Ga,  ga,"  muttered  Mrs.  Gessler 
through  her  tooth. 

"Papa,"  questioned  the  little  boy. 

"Ta,  ta,"  remarked  the  apple  vender. 


/.  Sour  Brown,  W.  C.  T.  U .' president, 
says:  "The  bottle  plays  a  bigger  part  in 
business  than  the  birth  rate  would  indi- 
cate." 


TALE 

casting  the  matter  aside  with  a  move- 
ment of  his  hand. 

"Rah,  rah!"  yelled  the  peasants. 

"Ba,  ba!"  cursed  the  noblemen. 

"Mamma?"  asked  the  little  boy, 
pointing  up  to  Mrs.  Gessler.  But  she 
had  no  pity.  The  feathers  on  her  hat 
rustled  and  fluttered  and  buzzed  as  she 
bent  her  head  in  thought.  She  shook 
her  jeweled  thumb  at  the  peddler.  Her 
eyes,  usually  as  attractive  as  a  light  on 
the  other  side  of  a  keyhole,  were  but 
two  slits. 

"Tie  their  arms  and  feet.  Place  an 
apple  on  the  kid's  head.  Fasten  a  wing 
collar  around  his  neck  so  he  cannot 
move.  Neither  of  you  shall  move. 
There!  Now  may  you  with  the  help  of 
God  or  Satan  remove  the  apple.  Ah! 
The  noon  is  calm.  Bide  away,  gentle 
winds,  bide  away." 

The  afternoon  wore  on.  The  noble- 
men, tier  on  tier  of  them,  slept.  The 
peasants  opened  their  lunches.  After- 
noon faded  into  twilight  and  twilight 
into  dark.  The  stars  and  the  moon  ap- 
peared.    And  the  night  wore  on. 

Twelve  hours  they  stood  there.  And 
now,  from  the  valley  came  the  sound  of 
the  midnight  church  bells. 

' '  Dong — dong — dong — ' ' 

Squash!  The  apple  fell  from  the 
boy's  head. 

"Oh,"  shouted  Mrs.  Gessler. 

"Bravo!"  screamed  the  peasants. 

"So!"  exclaimed  the  noblemen. 

"Lo!"  silenced  the  apple  vender. 
"Such  is  the  power  of  knowledge.  Do 
you  know  why  the  apple  fell?  You,  in 
the  first  row — " 

"No!"  answered  all. 

"I  know,"  proudly  the  questioner 
answered. 

Mrs.  Gessler  gasped  so  that  her  gold 
tooth  shone  in  the  moonlight.  "Tell 
us,"  she  choked. 

William  Tell  majestically  broke  the 
ropes  that  bound  him  and  extended  his 
arms. 

"Pray,  do  not  look  upon  me  as  a  god. 
It  is  merely  because  I  use  my  brains. 
Education!  Knowledge!  Power!  The 
apple — she  has  fallen  off  because  the 
earth — she  has  turned  over." 

From  what  we  hear  of  gold  diggers, 
Cupid  and  cupidity  work  hand  in  hand. 


^ 


BUSINESS  IS  LOOKING  UP. 


WITH    APPROPRIATE    GESTURES 

He  ask  if  she  believed 

In  love  at  first  sight. 
And  her  eyes  lit  up  with 

A  wonderful  light. 

"Oh,  yes,  sir,"  she  cried.     "It's 

Truest  though  oft  vain; 
I  loved  you  the  minute 

That  I  saw  your  plane." 

P.  S. 


I  bought  a  pass  today  to  see 
The  dance  of  the  seven  veils. 
Instead  of  pretty  girls  I  saiv 
The  dance  of  the  seven  whales. 


What  the    very  young  girl  is   wear- 
ing:    Diapers. 


"Yes,  he  came  from  a  very  athletic 
family.  His  father  played  football  and 
his  mother  attended  bargain  sales.  " 


It  isn't  necessary  for  a  business  man 
to  be  rich  to  retire.  No  indeed.  He 
can  retire  at  night. 


It  sometimes  seems  as  if  the  measute 
of  a  business  man's  success  is  the  size 
of  the  belt  he  wears. 
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Editor  of  "Humor"  Magazine:      Are  you  fond  of  a  good  joke? 
Applicant  (hopefully):     Yes,  Sir. 
Editor:     Sorry,  we  can't  use  you. 


Have  you  heard  of  the  medium  who 
lost  so  much  on  the  stock  market  that 
he  had  to  give  up  his  ghost? 


"Thish  match  won't  hght. 
"Washa  matter  with  it?  " 
"I    don't   know.      It    Ht    a 
month  ago." 


right 


"He  put  his  arm  around  me  fire  tin 
last   nifibt." 
"Some  arm!" 
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THAT'S  ALL 

"Jane,  because  you  are  so  secretive,  I 
want  to  break  our  engagement.  But  tell 
me  what  you  are  keeping  from  me." 

"Your  diamond." 


He:  Where's  that  cute  stenographer 
you  used  to  have? 

He:  Oh,  she  left  me  flat,  and  took 
an  apartment. 


Professor  Jimithy  Penwiper,  after 
digging  for  twenty-three  years,  has  re- 
cently excavated  proof  that  a  form  let- 
ter is  so-named  because  of  its  body. 

"What  do  you  think  of  the  Prince  of 
Wales'  popularity?" 

"It  seems  to  be  evermounting." 

"So  your  father  found  out  about  your 
grades.  Did  he  call  you  up  on  the  tele- 
phone?" 

"Yes,  and  called  me  down  on  the 
spot." 


Lives  of  great  men 

Oft  remind  us 

We  can  make  our  live; 

Asking  foolish 

Questions,  taking 

All  the  recitation  time. 


subli 


Father  of  S.  Y.  T.:  "What  are  you 
doing  young  man?" 

Next  to  S.  Y.  T.:  "Holding  your 
daughter  so  she  won't  play  the  piano 
and  wake  the  neighbors." 


LATE  TIN  PAN  PATTER 

What  is  this  thing  called  love,  for  I 
see  danger  in  your  eyes,  cherie.  Per- 
sonally, I  think  you've  been  putting  on 
the  ritz  lately,  but  then  it's  funny,  dear, 
what  love  can  do.  If  you  can't  have  a 
little  faith  in  me,  I'll  soon  be  in  the 
Saint  James  Infirmary  with  a  good  case 
of  Navy  blues  tinged  with  harlem  mad- 
ness. Here  I've  been  keeping  myself 
for  you,  and  still  you  have  me  crying  for 
the  Carolines.  But  lonesome  little  doll, 
when  you're  smiling — why,  blue  is  the 
night,  but  when  you  say  you're  through, 
you're  just  my  little  bitter  sweet. 

Greta. 


"This  here  is  station  W.A.M.  You 
just  got  through  hearing  the  Better  Eng- 
lish program,  and  I'm  sure  there  ain't 
one  of  us  who  weren't  greatly  benefited." 


Teeny:    Say,  your  glasses  are  dirty. 
Weeny:     Thanks.     My  eyes  are  bad 
and  I  couldn't  see  it. 


Census  Recorder:  And  has  your  hus- 
band ever  run  for  an  office? 

Recordee:  Yes,  ma'am.  Every  morn- 
ing, ma'am. 


A  young  man  broke  a  date  with  a 
school  teacher.  So  the  next  time  he 
saw  her  he  brought  a  written  excuse 
from  his  mother. 


The  Pawn  B 
ities. 


sees  redeeming  qual- 
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COMEDIE  D'ETAT 


"My  sleep  has  been  ruined,"  the  Presi- 
dent said, 
"And  myself  kept  awake  late  at  night 
By  numerous  felines  who  perch  on  the 
fence 
To  yodel  and  yammer  and  fight. 
I'm  sure  you'll  agree  it  a  national  dis- 
grace, 
A  plot  of  the  Smith  Democrats, 
That  the  head  of  the  nation  be  kept 
from  his  sleep 
By  the  noise  of  irreverant  cats. 

"Now  others,  no  doubt,  in  a  case  of  this 
kind 
Would  resort  to  despicable  force 
But  throwing  alarm  clocks  and  slippers 
and  bricks 
Should  be  saved  as  a  final  recourse. 
A  matter  like  this  should  be  handled 
with  thought 
And  planned  out  with  charts  and  with 
plats ; 
I'm  convinced  that  I've  found  the  best 
course  to  pursue — 
I'll  appoint  a  commission  on  cats." 

So  the  men  with  the  weightiest  brains 
in  the  land 
'Were  summoned  to  meet  and  decide 
If  action  were  needed   and,   if  so,   by 
whom 
To  avenge  the  executive  pride. 
They  met  and  conferred  and  conferred 
and  conferred 
Till  the  president  called  diplomats 
To  compose  a  commission  whose  duties 
would  be 
To  check  the  commission  on  cats. 


■While  the  grand-kittens  of  the  original 
Toms 
Now  disturb  the  executive  rest. 
They  still  cogitate  down  on  Capitol  hill 
With  grave  disagreements  and  spats; 
For  there's  now  a  commission  to  help 
the  commission 
That  minds  the  commission 
That  probes  the  commission 
That  aids  the  commission 
To  watch  the  commission 
That  checks  the  commission  on  cats. 
G.  B. 


She  Geologist:  Oh,  isn't  the  lake 
lovely  tonight?  Just  think  it's  been 
there  thousands  of  years!  And  the 
rugged  shore — it's  beautiful! 

He  Geologist:  Come  now,  let's  not 
talk  shop. 


The  geology  class  took  a  field  trip 
the  other  day  and  brought  home  some 
rocks  just  like  mother  used  to  bake. 


After  four  years  of  sleep  during  lec- 
tures, the  college  graduate  has  been  led 
to  believe  that  life  is  only  a  dream. 


"I'm  writing  a  paper  for  Hygiene  and 
I've  had  only  ten  hours  rest  in  the  past 
week." 

"What  are  you  writing  on?" 

"  'The  benefits  of  sleep.'  " 


Then   time  passed   along   as   it  usually 
does 
And  the  tabby  cats  yowled  as  of  yore ; 
The  savants  debated,  discussed  and  de- 
duced 
And  handed  out  statements  galore. 
The  people  sought  action ;  the  president  \"j. 

rose 
And  with  many  whereofs  and  where- 
ats 
Picked  out  a  commission  to  watch  the 
commission 
That  checked  the  commission  on  cats. 

Today  they  have  working  a  right  noble 
throng 
To  find  out  what  action  is  best 


THAT  BIG  PROPOSITION. 

"What's  all  the  noise?" 

"Oh,  that's  the  literature  class  snoring 
after  an  exhaustive  study  of  the  English 
language." 


Maid:  There  seems  to  be  some  kind 
of  foreign  matter  in  the  bath  tub. 

Butler  (coming  back)  :  Yes,  that  is 
madam's  Italian  count  at  his  toilette. 


She:  And  the  very  first  year  she  had 
triplets. 

She:  My  Dear,  how  perfectly  sin- 
gular! 


SUCH  POPULARITY  MUST  BE  RESERVED. 
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SONG  OF  THE  NULL 
To  swell  my  brains 
I  took  the  pains 
To  study  higher  physics. 
As  I  kotow, 
I  must  avow 
'Ttvas  a  course  in  hieroglyphics. 


SONNY  BOY'S  DIARY 


Beta:        "Hello— Greenleaf     2254 
please." 

Operator:     "Greenleaf  2254?" 
Beta:     "Yes  please." 
(Long  period  of  "busy  buzzes,'  etc.) 
Kappa  (a  trusting  soul)  :     "Hello." 
Beta:     "Hello,    honey,   what'cha   do- 
ing.'" 

Kappa:     "Washing  jny  'step-ins.' " 
Operator  (interrupting)  :      "I'm  ring- 
ing them,  sir." 


"What     usually     follows     a     snow 
storm?" 

"A  snow-plough." 


Apr.  1st — Any  ice  today  lady?  Giddy- 
app — you  can't  park  here. 

Apr.  2nd — Lots  of  business — monkey 
business. 

Apr.  5th — Went  to  Sells-Floto  circus. 
Darwin  was  right. 

Apr.  6th — Found  my  missing  top 
coat  in  the  bath  room  after  looking  for 
a  month. 

Apr.  7th — Took  in  the  Art  Institute 
exhibit  with  a  Kappa  Delt. 

Apr.  8th — No  entry. 

Apr.  9th — Played  jacks  at  the  Pi  Phi 
house. 

Apr.  10th — Played  poker  at  the  The- 
ta  House. 

Apr.  nth — Spent  the  evening  with 
the  Tri  Delts. 

Apr.  12 — The  weather  is  warmer. 

Apr.  13 — Mother  came  into  town 
with  more  hot  weather  and  a  milk  soup 
diet. 

Apr.   14th — Went  to  flower  show. 


Apr.  15th — Mother  left.  Got  in  con- 
dition for  Senior  Ball. 

Apr.  nth — Vacation — peddling  ice 
again. 

Apr.  18th — Changed  my  ice  route  to 
include  Morton  Grove. 

Apr.  19th — Lots  of  business. 

Apr.  20th — Easter — went  to  church. 
Big  business — made  six  bucks  and  four 
spare  tires  parking  cars. 

Apr.  21st — Took  my  make-up  exam 
in  "Econ"  but  forgot  my  long  distance 
goggles. 

Apr.  22nd — Eye  strain. 

Apr.  23rd — Went  to  the  opera  with 
a  frosh. 

Apr.  24th — Saw  George  White's 
Scandals  with  a  Senior. 

Apr.  25th — Played  drop  the  handker- 
chief in  Wilmette  Harbor  with  two  Pi 
Phi's. 

Apr.  26th — Played  "house"  with  a 
couple  of  A.  O.  Pi's. 

Apr.  27th — Practiced  for  a  circus 
stunt — consumed  four  pints. 

Apr.  28th — Serenaded  the  Tri  Delt 
house  and  the  Evanston  Police. 

Apr.  29th — Sold  two  thousand 
pounds  of  ice  and  four  cases  of  trapeze 
water. 

Apr.  30th — Played  "dock  on  rock" 
with  a  couple  of  house  mothers. 

Apr.  31st — Got  kicked  out  of  the  cir- 
cus for  feeding  peanuts  to  sorority  girls. 

May  1st — Saw  the  circus  and  picked 
up  two  swell  side  shows. 

A.  K. 


Many  a  dead  party  is  really  a  wake. 


"/  hunted  a  husband  and  I  caught  him.' 
"Well,  so  your  hunting  is  over,  eh?" 
"No.    Now  I  hare  to  hunt  a  job." 


Zoology  Prof:  Now  suppose  we  cut 
an  earthworm;  what's  the  first  thing  we 
meet? 

Stude:  The  Evanston  Humane  So- 
ciety. 

"Everything  go  all  right  in  class  to- 
day?" 

"Nope,  I  broke  my  pencil  point." 

He  started  a  prosperous  lire-stock  busi- 
ness 

With  cattle  in  his  sheds. 

"Send  10  head  at  once"  uas  his  first 
order — 

He  chopped  ojf  10  coir  heads. 
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Josephine  O'Brien 

the  books  of  the  month.      appeared    recently,    or    fairly    recently, 


And  now. 
Why  not  last  month's  books,  or  last 
year's?  But  that  is  beside  the  point, 
and  we  must  get  down  to  work.  Hugh 
'Walpole  has  written  a  new  novel, 
Rogue  Herries,  which  we  hope  to  have 
time  enough  to  read  this  summer ;  and 
Mary  Roberts  Rinehart's  annual  mystery 
story  is  just  out;  The  Door.  We  are 
not  going  to  read  it — even  this  summer. 

In  The  Party  Dress  (Knopf)  Joseph 
Hergesheimer  has  at  last  gone  back  to 
the  manner  of  his  Cytherea.  The  tale 
of  a  woman  whose  morals  suffer  under 
the  influence  of  her  first  Paris  gown's 
discreet  wickedness,  is  perfectly  suited 
to  Hergesheimer' s  delightful  sophistica- 
tion. He  is  so  busy  being  suave  and 
charming  and  slightly  disillusioned  that 
we  often  lose  sight  of  the  trend  of  the 
story  in  the  velvet  beauty  of  his  style. 

Cimarron,  by  Edna  Ferber  (Double- 
day,  Doran)  is  a  vivid  and  entertaining 
account  of  the  settlement  of  Oklahoma. 
The  recent  rush  of  pioneer  tales  which 
produced  Roivaag's  Giants  in  the  Earth, 
and  Bojer's  Emigrants  also  turned  out 
Cimarron.  If  you  have  read  the  first 
two,  and  still  want  more,  read  Miss 
Ferber's  novel.  Personally,  we  don't 
see  why  she  didn't  stop  with  So  Big. 
Much  of  her  latest  book  is  merely  a 
repetition  of  her  previous  ones,  but  it 
will  probably  make  a  good  movie. 

Rudy  "Vallee,  the  Personality  Boy  of 
the  Stage  and  the  Silver  Screen,  has  at 
last  decided  to  break  down,  and  confess 
All.  He  calls  the  story  of  his  career — 
believe  it  or  not — Vagabond  Dreams 
Come  True  (Dutton).  We  read  three 
or  four  chapters,  but  when  Rudy  admits 
that  he  has  "cared  deeply  for  several 
blondes,"  and  then  adds  that  "brunettes 
quicken  his  heart,"  it  was  too  much  for 
us.  If  anyone  would  like  a  practically 
uncut  edition  of  Vagabond  Dreams 
Come  True,  he  may  have  ours — if  we 
can  find  out  where  we  threw  it. 

There  are  a  few  books  which  have 


and  can  be  recommended  without  reser- 
vation. One  of  these  is  Samuel  Hoffen- 
stein's  Year  In,  You're  Out  (Live- 
right).  Anyone  who  read  his  Poems  in 
Praise  of  Practically  Nothing  will  re- 
member the  inimitable  nonsense,  and 
biting  satire  of  this  brilliant  rhymester. 
Another  bit  of  genuine  absurdity  is 
Thurber  and  White's  Is  Sex  Necessary? 
(Harper).  It  is  a  well-timed  burlesque 
on  all  this  sex  psychology.  And  there 
is  Andre  Maurois'  Don  Juan  (Apple- 
ton),  the  sanest  biography  of  Byron  we 
have  ever  read. 

Josephine  O'Brien. 


EXILE 

Warwick  Deeping 
(Alfred  A.  Knopf,  Publisher) 

It  has  been  said  that  only  one  present 
day  writer  has  captured  the  public's  im- 
agination by  a  deep  belief  in  the  basic 
qualities  of  human  nature.  The  author 
of  Exile  deals,  as  he  says,  "with  life,  the 
complex  of  simplicities." 

Deeping  believes  that  there  are  cer- 
tain traits  in  mankind  which  are  so 
fundamental  and  elemental  that  one  can 
nearly  predict  a  response  to  a  given  sit- 
uation in  terms  of  love,  compassion,  and 
courage. 

The  setting  is  Tindaro,  a  dirty  but 
beautiful  little  Italian  village,  in  which 
the  mystery  of  ancient  rites  and  cere- 
monies combine  with  Spring  to  bring 
about  disaster.  Oscar  Slade,  a  connois- 
seur of  women,  is  attracted  by  a  strik- 
ingly fine  English  girl  who  is  employed 
in  the  Tindaro's  only  library.  Billy 
Brown,  the  girl  in  the  story,  is  fasci- 
nated by  Slade,  and  in  the  course  of  time 
promises  to  marry  him.  Billy's  friends 
in  Tindaro  have  known  of  Slade's  many 
and  varied  affairs  and  are  distressed 
when  they  find  that  she  is  wearing  his 
ring.    The  Villa  of  the  Flute,  the  home 


of  the  writer,  is  the  scene  of  a  murder. 
One  of  Slade's  loves,  a  dark  Italian  girl, 
discovers  the  affair  with  Billy,  kills 
Slade,  and  drowns  herself. 

Billy  is  told  of  Slade's  murder  in  de- 
tail, and  his  yellowness  is  explained  to 
her.  As  all  stories  go,  the  girl  becomes 
hardened  to  a  certain  extent.  To  the 
Italian  village  comes  Isherwood,  who  is 
recuperating  from  tuberculosis.  Billy 
seems  to  be  fine  and  lovely  but  her  atti- 
tude convinces  him  that  she  is  unap- 
proachable. Isherwood  has  been  thor- 
oughly discouraged  and  uninterested  in 
the  world  and  people  until  he  met  Billy, 
but  her  "damned  superiority"  prevents 
him  from  imagining  that  she  will  ever 
even  notice  him.  As  Isherwood  be- 
comes more  unhappy  and  feels  the 
tragic  futility  of  his  own  existence,  he 
attempts  to  get  away  from  his  morbid 
self  by  joining  the  rotten  crowd  which 
frequents  the  Cafe  Ceres.  Drink  and  a 
pretty  woman  make  living  more  than 
disgusting  for  him,  and  he  sinks  farther 
into  depths  of  discouragement. 

By  a  coincidence  Billy  and  Slade  are 
made  to  realize  theit  love,  which  was 
only  strengthened  by  the  severe  beat- 
ings that  both  had  received. 

Thus  does  Deeping  deal  with  reality. 
Marion  Fry. 


The  Blotto  Tobacco  Co.  advertises  by 
means  of  a  combination  endurance  con- 
test. 
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Customer:  Last  week  I  bought  a  tire 
cover  from  you,  and  now  I  want  my 
money  back. 

Clerk:    Why? 

Customer:  I  put  it  on  one  of  my 
tires  and  hadn't  driven  ten  miles  before 
the  blamed  thing  wore  out! 

Beanpot. 


A  northern  store-keeper  ran  the  fol- 
lowing advertisement:  "Apples, 
oranges,  imported  nuts,  fruit  cake. 
Come  early  and  avoid  the  rush.  The 
early  bird  gets  the  worm." 

Mugiviimp. 


A  co-ed  of  beauty  once  sat 

In  a  quiz-class,   and  there  she  learned 

that 
Since  glasses  were  wise 
To  wear  for  weak  eyes, 
It  might  help  her  to  wear  a  glass  hat. 
Pelican. 


"I'll    drive,  "    said    the    wife    as    she 
climbed  into  the  back  seat. 

Green  Grijfin. 


Cornell  Widow. 


"Oh!    I  say,  officer,  you  ought  to  cen- 
sor that  bathing  suit." 

"Bathing  suit?   What  are  you  talking 
about?    I  don't  see  no  bathing  suit!" 
Froth. 


Passenger:  You  sure  had  me  scared 
the  way  you  were  diving  around  .  .  . 
that's  the  first  time  I  eyer  rode  in  an 
airplane. 

Pilot:  I  know  just  how  you  feel, 
mister — that's  the  first  time  I  ever  flew 
one! 

Lampoon, 


Sentimental  Young  Farmer  Lad 
(watching  two  young  cows  rub  noses 
affectionately)  :  I  wish  I  could  do  that 
too. 

City  Maid :  Go  ahead,  you  poor  sap, 
they're  your  cows. 

Cornell  W'idotv. 


"Johnnie,"  cried  Queen  Guinevere, 
"run  out  and  get  the  blow-torch,  I  have 
to  mend  your  father's  pants.  " 

Columbia  ]ester. 


Prisoner:  "I'm  afraid  I  wont  like 
that  noose." 

Executioner:  "Oh,  you  won't  mind 
so  much  once  you  get  the  swing  of  it." 
Dodo. 


And  when  somebody  yells  "Fire"  in 
Chicago,  people  don't  make  for  the 
nearest  exit ;  they  duck. 

Judge. 


Picture  of  a  weak  stomached  passenger  on 
bumpy  air  orer  a  glue  factory. 

Panther. 


What — you  don't  know  who  Hamlet 
was?  Aren't  you  ashamed  of  yourself? 
Bring  me  the  Bible. 

Peoples  Gas  Gazette. 


There's  an  invention  on  the  market 
that  will  make  a  woman's  kiss  taste  like 
an  orange,  but  millions  are  waiting  the 
man  who  makes  an  orange  taste  like  a 
woman's  kiss. 

Dodo. 


We  offer  as  worthy  of  close  study  a 
recent   evasion   from  the   hand  of   Mr. 
Ring  Lardner: 
My  Dear  Mrs.  Pokey-Poges: 

I  regret  very  much   that   I  must  re- 
fuse  your    kind    invitation    for   Thurs- 
day, but  that  is  the  kiddies'  night  out 
and  I  have  to  stay  home  with  the  nurse. 
Yours, 

Ring  Lardner. 
Phoenix. 


A  policeman  brought  in  a  negro 
woman.  The  desk  sergeant  scowled  and 
roared  at  her. 

"Liza,  you've  been  brought  in  for  in- 
toxication." 

"Dat's  fine,"  beamed  Liza.  "Boy, 
you  can  start  right  now.  " 

Skipper. 


Indignant  Wife  (to  incoming  hus- 
band) :    What  does  the  clock  say? 

Semi-plastered  Husband:  It  shays 
"tick-tock,"  and  doggies  shay  "bow- 
wow," and  cows  shay  "moo-moo,"  and 
little  pussy-cats  shay  "meow-meow." 
Now  ya  satisfied? 

Flamingo. 
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''Take  the  wheel 


9  9 


of  your  career! 


WHY  NOT  take  the  time  now  to  think 
this  over?  To  get  anywhere  in  the  world 
of  business — just  as  in  driving  an  auto- 
mobile—  a  man  must  choose  a  definite 
road  and  keep  on  it. 

Natural  ability  gives  him  power 
to  go  ahead  —  college  tunes  him  up 
to  go  faster.  But  to  get  anywhere 
he  must  have  a  "steering  gear"  — 


a  guiding  purpose,  an  ambition  in  life. 

Every  man  has  certain  aptitudes  and 

interests  that  fit  him  peculiarly  for  one 

kind  of  work  rather  than  another.  A  little 

careful  self-analysis  will  help  you  to 

get  started  in  the  right  direction. 

Industry  always  has  room  for  the 

man    who    knows    what    work   he 

wants  to  do  and  can  do. 


SINCE        1882         MANUFACTURERS         FOR         THE         BELL        SYSTEM 
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SOTSKI  POTSOTSKI 

(Translated  from  the  Abyssinian) 

The  aged  couple  sat  by  the  cheery 
fire  in  their  open  hearth ;  but  they  were 
very  sad.  They  had  not  seen  their  only 
son   since   his   last   vacation    from   col- 

e,  a  year  ago,  and  he  was  long  over- 
due. They  said  nothing,  each  wrapped 
in  sadness  and  memories  of  their  son. 
The  hours  passed.  They  were  disturbed 
by  the  ringing  of  a  bell — not  the  long, 
imperative  ring  of  their  son,  but  the 
feeble  tingle  of  a  caller.  The  village 
constable  entered.  "Mr.  Pootah,"  he 
said,  "I  must  speak  to  you  very  se- 
riously." 

"Too  bad,"  thought  the  old  couple; 
"our  son  must  have  done  wrong."  And 
tears  trickled  down  their  old  cheeks  like 
dew  on  a  pickle. 

"Our  son?"  they  questioned  anx- 
iously. 

"No,  indeed,"  was  the  answer,  "but 
as  I  was  passing,  I  noticed  a  heap  of 
rubbish  in  your  gutter,  like  garbage  and 
old  clothes,  and  I  must  tell  you,  Mr. 
Pootah,  our  city  will  not  stand  for  it! 
No,  sir,  we  will  not — "  Here  he  was 
interrupted  by  the  frantic  father  who 
said: 

"You  say  the  heap  of  rubbish  is  in 
the  gutter?" 

"Yes." 

"And  it  looks  like  garbage  wrapped 
in  old  clothes?" 

"Yes,  and  there's  a  head  of  cabbage 
or  something  sticking  out  of  one  end." 

The  old  man  turned  to  his  wife  and 
with  great  dignity  and  thankful  joy  in 
his  voice,  said  simply,  "Mother,  our  son 
is  home." 

Cajoler. 


The  laziest  man  on  record  is  the  man 
who  gets  up  early,  so  he  can  have  more 
time  to  loaf. 

Rammer-]a?)imer. 


New  Spring 
Creations 

Particularly  Designed 
For  Co-ed  Wear 

Complete  Selection 

$g50_$-|_g50 
LILLIAN  HAT  SHOP 

Orrington  Hotel 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


CHEERING  THINGS  UP 

Dear  Old  Lady:  Dear  me,  what  were 
those  college  boys  arrested  for  down  at 
the  cemetery? 

Constable:     I    caught    'em   replacing 
the  "No  trespassing"  signs  with  "Hap- 
piness in  Every  Box"  advertisements. 
Pelican. 


A  magician  spread  a  blanket  over  a 
newspaper,  while  giving  a  starthng  per- 
formance, and  proceeded  to  read  the  pa- 
per through  the  heavy  woolen  cloth. 

All  the  co-eds  in  the  show  got  up 
and  walked  out. 

Brown  Bull. 


Violets  are  green, 

Daisies  are  pink, 
Immediately  after 

The  thirteenth  drink. 

Yellow  Jacket. 

A  gold-digger  had  died  and  all  her 
worldly  possessions,  including  a  parrot, 
were  being  auctioned  off.  "What  am  I 
offered  for  this  beautiful  bird?"  said  the 
auctioneer. 

"One  bean,"  bid  a  bystander. 

"Two  bucks,"  roared  another. 

"Make  it  five,  daddy,"  croaked  the 
parrot,  "and  I'll  give  you  a  kiss." 

Mugwump. 


I  will  now  render  that  well  known 
little  ditty,  "Our  "Windows  Used  to  Be 
Stained  Glass,  But  Mother  Has  Washed 
Them  Now." 

Old  Maid. 


Hot  Shot;    I  want  you  to  meet  my 
friend,  Mr.  Newton. 

Half   Shot:     And   what   relation   are 
you  to  the  Fig  Newtons? 

Old  Maid. 


Mother's  Day^  May  llth 

Don't  Forget  the  Dearest  Girl  in  All  the  World 

—YOUR  MOTHER 

One  Store  Only,  at 
602   DAVIS    STREET 


^fm^ 


EVANSTON'S  BONDED  TELEGRAPH  FLORIST 
UNIV.  2656  UNIV.  2657 
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EYES  THAT  CHARM 

^re  '^^t  impaired  by  fflasses 
of  the  'Himless   Type 

C/HELL  rims  are  popular  for  sport,  for 
desk  work  or  for  reading  comfort.  Yet 
wherever  people  gather  and  wish  to  look  well, 
the  rimless  styles,  the  Colonial,  the  Oval,  the 
Leaf,  and  above  all  the  Puritan,  are  favored. 

Aimer  Coe  &  Company 

Scientific  Opticians 
1645  Orrington  Avenue 

Orrington  at  Church  Street 


COLLEGE  MEN 


You  Get  the  Credit 
for  the 

LEARBURY 

Suit 

College  men  select  the  new 
Learbury  patterns.  Fabrics  used 
by  Learbury  are  of  college  men's 
choice.  Learbury  styles  are 
created  by  college  men.  Is  it 
any  wonder  that  Learbury  is  the 
preferred  clothing  of  well-dressed 
college  men? 


icarbajg 


Says  Learbury- 


"College  men  make  Learburys, 
and  Learbury  makes  the  college 
man." 


MAURICE  L    ROTHSCHILD 

State  at  Jackson 


WELCOME  mSES 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

Gertie:  Just  for  tonight.  We're  going  to  play  in  Good- 
land  tomorrow  night  and  our  bus  broke  down  about  a  mile 
outside  of  this  burg. 

Price:  Just  for  tonight?  Can't  you  extend  your  visit?  We'd 
be  glad  to  have  you.  Couldn't  you  put  on  your  play  at  the 
opera  house?   We  would  guarantee  a  full  house. 

Gertie:  You  know  we  would  like  to.  But  we  can't.  You 
see,  we  have  a  contract,  and  it  can't  be  broken. 

RoBBiNs:   What  time  are  you  leaving  tomorrow? 

Gertie:  We  must  leave  early  in  the  morning  in  order  to 
go  through  a  rehearsal  and  to  see  that  things  arrive. 

Robbins:    Where's  the  home  of  you  girls? 

Gertie:   We  ain't  got  no  home. 

Price:    Fine!    Fine! 

Gertie:    Fine? 

Voice  (within):   Hey,  Gertie!   Gertie! 

Gertie:    What  do  you  want? 

Voice:    Are  those  men  out  there  yet? 

Gertie:    Yes. 

Voice  :    Come  in  and  mend  my  teddies. 

Gertie  (sweetly):  All  right  darling.  (To  the  men.)  You 
must  excuse  me.   My  protegee  is  calling.    (Exits.) 

Robbins:  Whether  or  not  they  have  to  go  on  the  stage  to- 
morrow night,  we  have  to  keep  them  here  until  after  the  cen- 
sus recorders  have  gone. 

Heaney:   When  do  you  think  they  will  leave? 

Robbins:   Tomorrow  or  the  next  day. 

Heaney:    How  can  we  do  it? 

Robbins:  Lock  them  in  their  rooms.  They're  on  the  sec- 
ond floor  so  they  won't  be  able  to  climb  out.  (Heaney  goes 
in.  A  jew  seconds  later  we  hear  the  girls  screaming  and 
pounding  on  the  doors.) 

Price:  Well,  it  sounds  as  if  they're  locked  up  and  are  go- 
ing to  be  here  for  a  couple  of  days.  (More  pounding  and 
jelling.) 

Robbins:    If  only  the  hotel  stands  up  under  the  pressure! 

Price:  If  only  they  stand  up  under  the  pressure!  We  can't 
afford  to  lose  any  of  them. 

Robbins  (going  to  bulletin  board):  How  thankful  I  am. 
(Changes  991  to  999-)  Maybe  it  won't  be  long  and  we'll  have 
a  thousand.    (Pickens  enters  and  stops.) 

Pickens:  Well,  those  two  college  students  are  locked  up. 
They  didn't  seem  to  make  much  fuss. 

Robbins:  Did  you  find  any  more  people  to  arrest — that  is, 
people  from  other  towns? 

Pickens:   No,  but  I  have  some  other  news  for  you. 

Price:   What  is  it? 

Pickens:  You  know  Louis  Gentsch,  that  fellow  who  al- 
ways hung  around  the  pool  room  and  never  did  a  bit  of  work 
in  his  life?  Well,  he  ran  away  with  Lulu  Stites,  Emmy  Stites' 
youngest  girl,  to  the  county  seat  and  got  married.  Some  people 
say  they're  on  their  way  to  New  York  and  others  say  they're 
headin'  for  Los  Angeles. 

Robbins:  And  we  have  some  news  for  you.  But  yours  put 
the  kabosh  on  ours.  Anyway,  we  can  be  thankful  that  our 
gains  are  greater  than  our  losses. 

Heaney  (coming  out  of  hotel):  The  girls  are  going  to 
commit  murder. 

Pickens:   What  girls? 

Heaney;  The  girls  of  the  "You  Can't  Step  on  Lizzie" 
Company.   Eight  of  'em — eight  new  inhabitants  of  Welcome! 
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Pickens;  Good  stuff,  boys!  Good  stuff!  (Robbins  goes  to 
bulletin  hoard  and  sadly  changes  the  999  to  997-  Pickens, 
Heaney,  and  Robbins  sit  doivn  on  the  steps.  The  girls  are  still 
screaming  and  knocking  on  the  doors.) 

Robbins:    We'll  never  make  it. 

Price:   We  must! 

Heaney:   We  have  to! 

Pickens:   We  got  to! 

Robbins:   How? 

Heaney:    Through  prayer. 

Price  :  Are  we  going  to  sit  down,  take  it  easy,  and  see  Wel- 
come go  to  destruction? 

Ai.1.  (remaining  sitting) :   No!   No!   No! 

Price:   What  are  we  going  to  do? 

Heaney:    Pray  that  997  may  be  raised. 

Robbins:  I'll  be  leaving  you  boys  now.  (Dr.  Spivet,  a 
short  stout,  bearded  man  enters  and  tvalks  briskly  to  Mayor 
Robbins.) 

Spivet:  Robbins!  Robbins!  Congratulations!  (All  rise 
and  listen,  their  eyes  wide  open  with  interest.) 

Robbins:   Tell  it  gently.   How  is  Bertha? 

Spivet:    Couldn't  be  better. 

Robbins:    And? 

Spivet:    And  here  is  the  news — - 

Robbins:    Hurry! 

Spivet:  You  are  the  father  of  triplets — the  sweetest  little 
girls  you  ever  saw. 

Robbins  (yelling  at  the  top  of  his  voice):  Hurrah!  Hur- 
rah! Hurrah!  (All  yell,  and  all  but  Robbins  run  from  the 
stage.  He  goes  to  the  bulletin  hoard  and  changes  the  997  to 
1000.  He  stands  there  smiling.  The  beating  of  drums  and  the 
sound  of  bugle  are  heard  growing  nearer  and  nearer.  The 
town  band  of  three  pieces  enters  the  stage  accompanied  by 
shouting,  happy  toivnspeople.  The  girls  in  the  hotel,  thinking 
there  is  a  fire,  add  their  screams  to  those  of  the  crowd. 

Crowd:  Hurrah!  Hurrah!  Robbins!  Hurrah!  Welcome, 
Welcome,  Rah,  rah,  rah!    Robbins!    Hurrah! 

(The  crowd  is  yelling,  singing.  The  band  is  playing.  The 
chorus  girls  are  screaming.  Robbins  is  lifted  upon  the  shoul- 
ders of  men  in  the  crowd  atid  is  being  carried  off  as  the  cur- 
tain falls.) 

Beta:     Are   the   boys   at   your   house 
superstitious? 

Phi  Delt:    Oh,  yes,  we  never  sleep 
thirteen  in  a  bed. 

Puppet. 

"Why  the  rope  around  the  linger?" 
"My  wife  put  it  there  so  I'd  remem- 
ber to  mail  a  letter." 
"Did  you  mail  it?" 
"No,  she  forgot  to  give  it  to  me." 
Panther. 


"Oh,    Mister    Yifnif,    come    quick! 
Your  wife's  fallen  in  the  well!" 

"Thass  all  right — don't  worry  about 
it — we're  using  city  water  now." 

Froth. 


"Am  I  the  first  man  you've  ever 
kissed?" 

"Yes,  you  see,  I  learned  my  stuff  from 
a  correspondence  school." 
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He:    Hey,   there's  no  swimming  al- 
lowed here. 

She:    Why  didn't  you  tell  me  before 
I  got  undressed? 

He:     Well,    there's    no    law    against 
that. 

Puppet. 


Bride:    I  want  a  collar  for  my  hus- 
band. 

Clerk:    What  size? 

Bride:    I  don't  know,  but  I  can  reach 
around  his  neck  with  both  hands. 

The  Dirge. 


As  a  motorist  speeded  past  a  poor 
girl,  foot  sore  and  weary  and  trooping 
homeward,  he  murmured,  "That's  an- 
other good  one." 

Puppet. 


It  is  easy  to  tell  who  owns  the  car. 
The  owner  is  the  one  who,  after  you 
pull  the  door  shut,  always  opens  it  again 
and  slams  it  harder. 

Orange  Peel. 


Wife  (to  husband  who  has  come 
home  drunk)  :  Drunk  again.  Night 
after  night  I  lie  here  and  wait  for  your 
return.  And  when  you  do  finally  come 
home,  you're  in  this  condition.  Oh,  the 
endless  hours  of  misery  that  you  have 
caused  me.  The  heartaches  that  I  have 
suffered,  and  for  what?  For  this,  you 
inebriate!  Night  after  night.  This  is 
the  end.  I'm  through,  I  tell  you.  I'm 
through.  I've  put  up  with  your  thought- 
lessness long  enough.  I  won't  stand  it 
any  longer.  I've  stood  as  much  as  any- 
one could.  You've  torn  my  heart  out 
with  your  treatment  of  m"e.  Do  you  un- 
derstand? You've  done  this  for  the  last 
time.  Never  again.  I'm  through!  I'm 
through!  .  .  .  Now  come  on  to  bed. 
Kitty  Kat. 


Father  (speaking  to  prospective)  : 
The  man  who  gets  my  daughter  will 
get  a  prize. 

Prospect:    May  I  see  it,  please? 

Froth. 


In  Paris  a  woman  threw  her  husband 
from  a  fourth  story  window-.  We  un- 
derstand that  as  he  passed  the  other 
windows  on  his  way  down,  several  peo- 
ple remarked  that  he  was  going  out 
without  his  wife  again. 

London  Opinion. 
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GUS  brought  his  four  kids  .  .  . 
what  an  Ahinmi  Day  he""!!  have 
...  '21  has  a  live  bunch  back  .  .  . 
dressed  as  hula  dancers  .  .  .  twenty 
cartons  of  Camels  in  their  tent 
.  .  .  and  overflowing  with  hospi- 
tality .  .  .  pay  'em  a  visit.  .  .  .  How 
the  boys  do  change  .  .  .  there's 
good  old  Turk  .  .  .  five  years 
out,  and  he's  fat  .  .  .  but  still 
smoking  Camels  .  .  .  hasn't  for- 
gotten everything  he  learned.  .  .  . 
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Smoke  one  Camel  out  of  a  pack — and  youHl  know  why 
Camel  is  the  one  cigarette  that  stands  out  of  the  pack. 
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